
SPILLANE-YEAGER-ELVGREN 




CONTENTS 



Publisher 
Editor 
Art Director 
GREG THEAKSTON 

Associate Editor 
MARIANNE OHL PHILLIPS 

Production Advisor 
NANCY DANAHY THEAKSTON 


Proofreading 
SUSAN BARROWS 


TEASE! Girl model 
ELIZABETH KNOCK 


Cover art by 
GIL ELVGREN 
“A Happy Medium” 


4 Chatterbox Words from the editor 

5 Letters Column Words from the readers 

11 Sexational! The ABCs of sexploitation cinema. Nudie- 
Cutie reviews by Lisa Petrucci 

21 Sins, You Went Away Memories of sexually conserva¬ 
tive era and the thrill of the illicit by Susan Barrows 

24 Light Me! Saucy matchbook covers 

27 Homemade Cheesecake Sexy snaps from sensational 
shutterbugs 

28 The Teddy Girl Meet Ted Kimer, a modern Pin-Up 
painter 

30 Self-Made in Miami: The Bunny Yeager Story An in- 
depth look at the career of a Pin-Up pioneer by Steve 
Sullivan 

39 The Halftime Show A color calendar by Gil Elvgren 



43 Gil Elvgren: The Norman Rockwell of Pin-Up Meet 
the forgotten master of Pin-Up Art in a piece by Marianne 
Phillips 

61 Face the Fire Smoke and sexy ladies in a photo feature 
by noted calendar photographer Robert Henshaw-Suder 


63 Sexual Scientist Skin Mags: My Guides to the 
Underworld. Confessions of a pubescent smut collector by 
Greg Theakston 

69 Palm Reader Part Two Our guide to adult trading 
cards 


73 Mickey Spillane Scrapbook A private peek inside the 
master detective writer’s album of memories with tour guide 
Max Allan Collins 


TEASE!-Magazine #2 is published on a quarterly basis by Pure Imagination, 88 Lexington Ave., Suite 2E, New York City, 10016, 212-682-0025, fax 212-683- 
3664. Contributions are © 1994 by their respective creators. Package © 1994 by Pure Imasgination. Subscriptions are $20 per year. All nude models are at least 
18 years of age, proof on file at Pure Imagination. TEASE!, The Magazine of Sexy Fun, Pin-Up Collector’s Senes, Homemade Cheesecake, The TEASE! Girl, 
Sexual Scientist, Halftime Show are all ™ of Pure Imagination. Contributions are welcome but cannot be returned.-Please mark your name and address on all 
contributions. NOT TO BE SOLD TO MINORS. 


PRINTED IN CANADA 


C H A T T 

Greetings, Hose-Hounds! Welcome to the 
second issue of TEASE! magazine. The past 
three months have been a wild ride, and I’ll try to 
recap them as quickly as possible. 

The premiere issue of TEASE! was celebrat¬ 
ed at our opening party on April 28, at 
Manhattan’s infamous No-Tell Motel. A few hun¬ 
dred old friends and new friends toasted our 
achievement and made the evening one to remem¬ 
ber. An added bonus arrived in the shape of a pre¬ 
view copy of the next week’s SCREW. Inside, 
they praised our new magazine and gave it the 
thumbs-up. While it may not be apparent, 
TEASE! and SCREW have a great deal in com¬ 
mon: without A1 Goldstein, this magazine proba¬ 
bly wouldn’t exist. You can imagine my delight 
when I was invited to be interviewed by him for 
the Midnight Blue cable sex show. The interview 
was lots of fun (though the bright lights tended to 
wash out what little hair I have left on the top of 
my head), and A1 was very easy on this first- 
timer. The program is expected to air sometime in 
August. Thanks to Eric, Ivan, and Lenny for mak¬ 
ing the production go as smoothly as it did. 

Last week we got a clipping from the French 
edition of PENTHOUSE that includes a nice nod 
to The Magazine of Sexy Fun. If any nation 
embodies the spirit of TEASE! it’s probably 
France. They love to adore women, and so do we! 
By the way, every weekday morning, French TV 
(Canal Plus) displays a Pin-Up Girl and the calen¬ 
dar date for fifteen seconds! Ooh, La La. 

Another good review turned up in the third 
issue of AXCESS magazine. Thanks to Kate 
Dillon for the kind words. Speaking of AXCESS, 
they ran an interview with me in their second 
issue. Conducted by my old partner in crime, 
Chris (FILM THREAT, WILD CARTOON 
KINGDOM) Gore, we covered lots of territory, 
and if you want to know more about who Chris 
and I are, and where we come from, track down 
the second issue. For a good look at contemporary 
culture, it’s a must. 

About the time the AXCESS piece came out, 
I got a call from one of my favorite editors, Diane 
Hanson. I’ve been following her work for many 
years now, and most recently the fabulous job she 
does at Mavety Publishing. My favorite title in her 
corral is LEG SHOW, and it’s one of the few 
men’s magazines I buy on a regular basis. When 
Diane offered me a chance to write about Leg Art 
for that title, I was delighted. The first installment 
is an overview of Pin-Up Art and the masters of 
the medium. This will appear in either the 
December or January issue. Look for short 


E R B 0 X 

biographies on your favorite Good Girl Artists in 
every issue. 

Other than that, I’ve been working on this issue 
of TEASE! and trying to expand our distribution 
system. Several new book wholesalers have agreed 
to take us on, and the trend seems to be continuing. 
This is good news for all of us, because a sound 
financial base guarantees the continued publication 
of this title. It also means more color, something 
I’m sure you’ll all appreciate. 

You’ll also appreciate what we have in store for 
you right now. We kick off this issue with Lisa 
Petrucci’s A-B-C’s of sexploitation films. It’s a 
guided tour of the Nudie-Cutie explosion of the late 
1950s and early ’60s. Then, Susan Barrows waxes 
nostalgic about the thrill illicit sexual material 
always delivered. Return with her to those chilling 
days of yesteryear, when it was immoral and illegal 
to fool around with smut. 

That’s also the topic of my Sexual Scientist 
entry. To be more exact, it deals with the skin mag 
collection I had as a kid, and the taboos connected 
with such a hobby. 

Even though we covered Bunny Yeager in the 
third issue of THE BETTY PAGES, her impor¬ 
tance in the field of glamour photography can’t be 
overestimated. More than just a rehash of our previ¬ 
ous effort, Steven Sullivan submitted a wonderfully 
in-depth study of Bunny’s career. To do the job 
properly would have taken almost twenty pages, so 
we are going to serialize the feature over two 
issues. This time we look at Bunny’s days in front 
of the camera. 

Another reason I couldn’t devote twenty pages 
to Bunny is because I’d already allotted that num¬ 
ber to our Gil Elvgren piece. The mystery man of 
Pin-Up illustration is finally revealed in our 
detailed biography. Star reporter Marianne Ohl 
Phillips has outdone herself this time with the 
coolest facts and photos ever, and I’m sure you’ll 
agree once you’ve read her article. Elvgren has 
recently been rediscovered and the fans have been 
demanding more information on this great illustra¬ 
tor. We think it’s the final word on the man and his 
work. I am very proud of this piece. 

We wrap up with a trip down Mickey Spillane’s 
memory lane. The renowned detective author has 
agreed to give us a private peek into his scrapbooks. 
Meet the ladies who’ve populated his world for 
forty years. The party is chaperoned by Max Allan 
Collins. 

That’s about all that I have room for right now. 
Dig into this issue and I’ll see you on the other 
side! 

Regards 

GT 









send letters to TEASE! magazine • 88 Lexington Ave. • Suite 2E • New York City *10016 


Greg, 

I want to express my appreciation 
for the entire Bettie journey. Having 
published a ’zine, I know how things 
run their course. You certainly set a lot 
in motion, and it’s likely to continue as 
you go on to other things. Among the 
things you may have set in motion is 
this great interest in the gals of the 
’50s. Best wishes on future publica¬ 
tions, i.e. TEASE!. 

It does seem a little sad that there 
won’t be any more TBPs. I remember 
the first time I saw #1 on the news¬ 
stand, it seemed such a time warp and 
odd publication, but you won me over. 
For me, Bettie was associated in my 
mind more with bondage glossies sold 
in Times Square shops. Discovering the 
sweeter side of Bettie was a real delight 
and revelation, though I do recall see¬ 
ing her in some of the photo and gag 
digests, too. But not being a bondage 
fan, she seemed to be a dark-devil- 
mcarnate image, arresting but troubling 
and somewhat beyond my comprehen¬ 
sion of the psychodynamics of that 
scene. I lived on 45th Street near 6th 
Avenue while Bettie lived near there, 
but I can’t say I ever saw her, though I 
sometimes wonder. The thought of both 
Bettie and Joseph Cornell stalking 
Times Square is mythic in my book. 
Though Cornell used Diane Webber in 
a few collages, I don’t think he ever 
used Bettie’s image—his archive is at 
Cornell U. As result of TBP, I sought 
out the old and new Klaw locations and 
much of the Times Square I loved is 
gone. Only a grocery store I used 


remains on 6th between 45th and 46th. 
Corporate America wiped out the West 
side of 6th as you know. 

So congratulations on a great pro¬ 
ject. You handled it with dignity, dis¬ 
cretion, and respect for Bettie Page— 
just what she deserved. 

Best wishes on future projects— 
Richard Olson 


Shannen on the offensive, or the defensive? 
Only artist Bob Lizarraga of Tarzana, 
California knows for sure. 



Dear Richard, 

Enjoyed your memories of the 
Naked City in the dear dead days. I’ve 
lived in Manhattan for sixteen years 
and the place still amazes me. It was 
the perfect place for researching 
Bettie’s career. This place has dozens 
of fascinating stories waiting to be told, 
and we ’ll be getting to them in future 
issues. 


Greetings: 

I just received today the splendid 
first issue of TEASE!. I compliment 
you on an impressive achievement. The 
text is lively and informative. The pho¬ 
tos are great. Olivia’s center spread is 
beautiful beyond description. 

Initially I missed the digest size I 
had come to enjoy with THE BETTY 
PAGES. It seemed more...intimate. 
Upon further review, the larger format 
allows you a bit more breathing room 
and permits a more imaginative layout. 
Your pages look very professional, but 
retain a friendly casual appeal. 

Any chance of finding how Blaze 
Starr liked the Paul Newman movie 
about her and the governor of 
Louisiana? Even a picture of Lolita 
Davidovitch decked out as Blaze Starr 
would suit my fancy. 

Again—thank you for a wonderful 
premiere issue. 

Sincerely, 

Dean Boeff 

Dear Dean, 

After editing a digest magazine for 
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Above: Your wish is my command. Lolita 
Davidovitch as Blaze Starr in the 
Touchstone film BLAZE. 


the past six years, TEASE! makes me 
feel like a prisoner unshackled! Lots of 
the things that I wanted to present in 
TBP had to be put off because of the 
size restrictions. A good example is last 
issue's "Naughty French Postcards" 
feature. The cards are far more beauti¬ 
ful when reproduced closer to their true 
size Imagine those postcards the size 
of matchbook covers. Now imagine 
what this issue's matchbook cover fea¬ 
ture, “Light Me ”, would have looked 
like! 

Keep in mind, the first issue of 
TEASE! is only a hint of what’s to 
come. Now that the magazine is 
launched and operating at a profit, I'll 
be fine-tuning this baby 'til it sparkles. 
New photography is on the top of the 
list. Look for our photo layout by 
“Face the Fire" photog Robert 
Henshaw-Suder. 


Dear Greg, 

I received the first issue of 
TEASE!, yesterday. I like everything 
in it a lot. The article on trading cards 
seems to be incomplete. At the bottom 
of the first page it says continued on 
third page following. I do not see where 
it is continued. I am a trading card col¬ 
lector, so I hope you will include the 
rest of that commentary in the next 
issue. 


I really like the black and white 
drawings of all kinds of Pin-Up girls 
decorating the “Chatterbox” section, 
especially the ones of girls in hose with 
seams showing. The main thing about 
the 1950s I especially treasure is the 
style of hose the girls wore. They must 
have seams, double-banded tops, and 
the reinforced heel part. I remember 
that in 1957, in this part of the country 
(Charlotte municipal area), there first 
appeared women’s hose without seams. 
This was like apple pie without ice 
cream. And then, when pantyhose 
appeared, it was no dessert at all. I was 
ten years old in 1950. All school teach¬ 
ers were always dressed well. I was 
always trying to see the seams in my 
teachers’ hose (there were very few 
male teachers, then), whenever she 
turned her back. I did not want to be 
seen at it, though. I found it extremely 
exciting. I remember once, during my 
time in eighth grade, we had a short 
teacher. She wore hose with thick 
seams of darker color than the tan over¬ 
all coloring. Sometimes she would start 
to write on the board with chalk. She 
had to reach up as high as possible, 
because of her short stature. I could see 
seams as high as the back of the knee. 
And then she would break the chalk, by 
accident, and have to bend down to 
pick it up. We got to see more than 
seam. Both tops and some garter (sus- 


Regular contributor, Ispwik, serves up his 
version of Josie and the Pussycats. His kind 
is more likely to be seen on Saturday night 
than Saturday morning. 




"Chainsaw" Chuck Majewski returns with 
this beautiful warrior woman. 


pender type) became visible for a few 
seconds. This was completely distract¬ 
ing to the boys in the class. Should the 
teacher happen to call upon one of 
them he would usually fail to answer 
correctly. Some more than others. This 
was what made me glad I was in class 
every day. Keep that in mind. 

That article by Kate Worley is very 
insightful and interesting. It gives us a 
precious view of the personal lives of 
the writers. I know not all of them wish 
to speak as detailed as Kate does about 
why they like girl art, but I somehow 
appreciate women more when I find 
one interested in what gives me the 
greatest of pleasure. 

Kind regards. 

Bob Null 

Dear Bob, 

Loved your schooldays memories. 
Our older readers remember the era of 
the seamed stocking with fondness. 
Readers of all ages will remember that 
certain teacher that made their heads 
spin (for Jackie Cooper it was Miss 
Crabtree). All the little guys were hav¬ 
ing strong sexual urges for their teach¬ 
ers, yet not understanding much of it. 
Physically exciting but emotionally 
confusing as hell. Still, innocent lust 
was delicious, especially in the spring. 
For notes on my scandalous youth, see 
our Sexual Scientist department. 

Regarding the card article: The 
piece was originally supposed to run 
four pages, rather than three. Space 



restrictions forced me to cut the last 
page. 1 reformatted the text to be com¬ 
plete on the first page, and had it print¬ 
ed into negative. The decorative logo 
was mis-read by their computer, so I 
sent a laser print of the correct logo 
indicating that the printer pick it up 
from my copy. Rather than add the 
logo, as requested, they reshot the 
whole page, including the outdated 
text. I didn’t see the error until the 
books arrived. Even the best laid 
plans... 

In an effort to make up for that 
error, this issue features “Palm Reader 
Part Two ". There you 'll find my com¬ 
plete text, and sixteen additional list¬ 
ings for new sets. 


Dear Greg, 

Many, many thanks for the produc¬ 
tion of TEASE! No. 1. This is really the 
best sexy fun magazine I’ve ever held 
in my hands. It’s great, Greg. Your 
cover art grows with every picture I see 
from you. Also the new size! What a 
surprise. And then the layout! It’s a 
great advance on THE BETTY 
PAGES. 

So all I can do now is encourage 
you in your further work on TEASE! 
and (although I can’t imagine how) I 
hope there will be an upgrade with the 
next issue. 

And last, a short question. Is there 
any publication on the works of Don 
Rust or Gil Elvgren and Peter Driben? 

Again, a thousand thanks for the 
relaxing hours you brought to me with 
TEASE! 

Yours sincerely, 

Rudiger Fliess 

Dear Rudiger, 

It always nice to get mail from one 
of Pure Imagination’s regular readers. 
Thanks for the good words. I’m glad 
you like the new magazine. TEASE! is 
the only place I know of that features 
Don "Rusty” Rust. As far as Gil 
Elvgren goes, I’m proud to present 
what might be the finest piece we’ve 
ever run. Regular contributor, and Pin- 
Up expert, Marianne Phillips was given 
the assignment to write Elvgren’s bio 
for this issue. When she asked how long 


Right: Up and coming artist Kent Steine 
sent us this reproduction of his work. To see 
more of his lovely Pin-Ups see SCREAM 
QUEENS ILLUSTRATED #2. 



Cute Package! France’s hottest new Pin-Up 
painter Hubert de Lartigue submits this 
Red-Hot Rocket Lady. It’s one of the plates 
from his forthcoming calendar. Watch for 
more on this talented artist in future issues 
of TEASE!. 

the article should be, I told her that size 
was not a consideration. The result is a 
feature that takes up twenty-two pages. 
It’s the final word one of the top Pin- 
Up painters of all time! 

As far as Peter Driben goes, you ’ll 
meet him and dozens more in the third 


issue of TEASE! when we do our Good 
Girl Art Guide, with mini-bios on the 
artists and examples of their finest 
work. It’ll be a crash course in Leg Art. 


Dear Greg, 

TEASE! Number One is, as we 
used to say way back in the dark ages 
of softcore adult movies, SEXSA 
TIONAL! 

It brought back some treasured 
memories. 

Especially enjoyed Lisa Petrucci’s 
piece on my old pal Barry Mahon’s 
films and your interview with John 
Waters. 

Anxiously await TEASE! Two. 

Regards. 

Cordially, 

David F. Friedman 

Dear David, 

If you liked Lisa Pettruci’s work 
last issue, you’ll flip for what she’s 
cooked up this time. Lisa is THE 
authority when it comes to sexploita¬ 
tion cinema, and I’m proud to have her 
on our team. She’s only been writing 
for publication for a little while, but her 
work has shown terrific growth. 

The same goes for all of our resi¬ 
dent experts on tease. The support I got 
from the contributors made my first 
issue as the editor of TEASE! a won¬ 
derful experience, and they continue to 
produce their best work for your 
approval. 





Above: Small Wonders. Reader Sidney 
Tinsley sent these shot of some miniatures 
that he's painted Using acrylics and oil 
paints, Sidney has added microscopic detail 
to pewter statuettes. These mini works of art 
are only four to five inches tall! 

T. Richards sculpted the original mod¬ 
els for The Skindiver, Salome, and The 
Bellydancer, and those kits are manufac¬ 
tured by Phoenix Phollies, North Hampton, 
England. The Ebboni, African Queen is by 
T. E. Worster, and issued through T. E. 
Worster Studios, San Rafael, California. 
Photographic studies were provided by 
Gino Misfud. 


The latest addition to our able- 
bodied staff is the talents of Miriam 
Linna. Some readers may know her as 
the editor of BAD SEED magazine or 
as the co-editor of KICKS, the research 
magazine of classic rock. Others will 
recognize her as the drummer of The A- 
Bones. What’s less widely known is her 
expertise in the field of exploitation 
paperbacks. Look for the first install¬ 
ment in the next issue of TEASE! 

P.S. Since I like to encourage 
reader participation. I’ve decided to let 
you contribute the title to Lisa's fea¬ 
ture. Many thanks. 


Dear Mr. Theakston and Company, 

Thank you for the first issue of 
TEASE! The interview with Joyce 
Ballantyne was most informative. I 
didn’t have any previous knowledge of 
this talented artist My only quibble is 
that Don Rust’s marvelous work was 
reproduced in a postage-stamp size, 
while six full pages were devoted to 
John Kricfalusi’s sketches. 

I’m looking forward to the next 
issue of TEASE! especially the article 
on Gil Elvgren because he is one of my 
favorite artists. If you don’t mind a sug¬ 
gestion, I hope that you’ll have a story 
on Fritz Willis in some future issue. 

Please accept my best wishes for a 
long and successful run, and congratu¬ 
lations on getting off to a fine start with 
your magazine. 

Edmund Yee 


Dear Edmund, 

The hard part about being the edi¬ 
tor is how much gets cut, and what gets 
saved. People also wanted more post¬ 
cards, some wanted more on the trad¬ 
ing cards, and others wanted more on 
the stripper’s museum. You might not 
have noticed, but our page count is up 
from 72 to 80 pages in an effort to 
bring you more material with larger 
images for the same price! 

I’ve spoken to Marianne Phillips 
and she's offered to do a biographical 
study of Fritz Willis, and yes, she’d 
love to supply us with more art by 
Rusty. 


Dear Mr. Theakston, 

If you’re looking for new cultural 
icon, I’d like to nominate Ms. Nina 
Hartley, the Queen of Adult Cinema. 
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I've been collecting her fih 
and with her intelligence, wit. and life- 
loving personality, she would be a nat¬ 
ural to play Bettie Page in a film bio. 

Bob Clifton 


Dear Bob, 

Talk about old-timers! You've been 
with us since THE BETTY PAGES #2, 
and your cards and letters are always 
welcome. 

I must agree about Nina Hartley. 
Of all of the women working in erotic 
videos, Nina Hartley is one of the most 
intriguing. The adult video industry 
needs more well-spoken representa 
fives like her. Considering her recent 
brushes with the law, Nina is quickly 
becoming the Lenny Bruce of the X- 
Rated film. I'd love to hear about her 
brushes with the morality police, and 
her work as a sex-positive 
spokesperson. Nina, will you 
agree to an interview? 



COHIISI 

As you may have noticed, our let¬ 
ters column has no name. I could have 
cooked up something cute and left it at 
that, but that wouldn’t be as much fun 
for you as a name-the-column contest. 
So I’m officially announcing that com¬ 
petition. Put on your brainstorm bean¬ 
ies and get that grey matter activated 
and maybe YOU’LL be the reader who 
dubs this column. 

Ah, but what is a contest without a 
great prize? Well, at press date I’m not 
sure what the grand prize will be. That 
will take a great deal of thought. I do 
know that the winner will get a lifetime 
subscription to TEASE! magazine. 
Second place gets a five-year subscrip¬ 
tion and an unnamed prize, while the 
third place winner gets a two-year sub¬ 
scription. Get It? Got it? Good! 

The rules are as follows: one entry 
per reader. In the event of a duplica¬ 
tion, the earliest postmarked entry will 
be accepted. Decision of the judges is 
final. The winner will be announced in 
TEASE! #4. Send your entry to: 
TEASE ! MAGAZINE 
88 Lexington Ave. Suite 2E 
NEW YORK CITY 





GRAND ILLUSION 
GALLERY 

ARTWORK AND PRINTS 

Armstrong • Moran • Mozert 
Vargas* Marilyn • Nagel 


phone for hours 
of appointment 


Antique Stained and Beveled Glass 
Windows*Unique Lighting Pieces*French 
Doors*American Illustrator Prints and 
Originals* Jewelry*and other 
treasures from the past 


GRAND ILLUSION GALLERY 

201 E. Michigan Ave Box 49240 
Grass Lake, Ml 49240 
517-522-8715 or 313-663-0561 


In Memory of 

BILL FERET 


S hortly after the first issue of TEASE! was 
released, regular contributor Bill Feret died 
when he suffered a massive heart attack. 

Bill had been a regular Pure Imagination 
contributor for almost five years. He also wrote 
LURE OF THE TROPIX (Proteus, 1984), as well 
as articles for AFTER DARK, HOLLYWOOD 
STUDIO, and various work for AC Comics, includ¬ 
ing their Irish McCalla biography. 

Bill was a avid fan, a tireless researcher, a 
gentleman, and a good friend. 








Production is limited to 10,000 sets. 

SO IF YOU LIKE IT HOT, ORDER NOW! 


Collector Trading Cards 


Fifty of the hottest award-winning calendar 
photographs by Robert Henshaw-Suder 
from 1989 to 1995. The premier set includes 
centerfold models Tylyn Johns, Morena Corwin, 
Christina Leardini, Angela Melini, vintage and 
state-of-the-art fire equipment, and all 12 photos 
seen in the original 1989 firefighters calendar 
that sparked worldwide news. 


VINTAGE EROTICA 



25,000 MENS MAGAZINES 

(1920-1985 ) 

150 Computerized model listings: 
(Bettie Page to Samantha Fox) 

40 Computerized subect listings: 
(Fetish/Leg/Big Bust/Shaved, etc.) 

Personalized service. Phone number 
supplied with catalog. 

Send $3.00 for current catalog. 



5,000 EROTIC POSTCARDS, 
PHOTOS & SLIDES 

(1895-1980) 

Fully illustrated auction catalog available 

Approval shipments available with deposit. 
Please inquire. 

Send $6.00 for next two auctions. Bidders 
get subsequent catalogs at no cost. 


A. R. S. PRODUCTIONS 24307 MAGIC MTN. PKWY. #124-M VALENCIA CA 91355 
(We are always buying similar material. Highest prices paid. Please inquire.) 
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W atching nudie-cuties is a 
lot like having a live- 
action girlie magazine or 
dirty joke digest from the 


The ABC's of 

SEXPLOITATION CINEMA 


the laws concerning obscenity loos¬ 
ened up some. So it was A-OK for 
people to appear nude in films as 
long as they were participating in 


sixties on your tv screen. These 
forgotten treasures seem 
mighty tame and innocent 
when even compared to con¬ 
temporary softcore movies. 
They offer an interesting slice 
of Americana that’s recently 
been unearthed and transferred 
to video. The Nudie-Cutie cer¬ 
tainly served a purpose back in 
those days. They were spicy 
entertainment for an audience 
starved for voyeuristic diver¬ 
sion and an unapologetic eye¬ 
ful of tits and ass! 

Prior to 1954, the only 
legal adult entertainment con¬ 
taining nudity on screen had 
been burlesque features (with 
striptease queens and baggy 
pants comedians) and “sin and 
skin” exploitation films which 
had their titilating moments, 
but never really got to revel in 
unabashed nakedness. The 
laws changed in 1954 when 
THE GARDEN OF EDEN, the 



clean and wholesome activities 
or it was for educational pur¬ 
poses. THE GARDEN OF 
EDEN (recently discovered, 
but not yet released on video) 
paved the way for other nudist 
films that had been made 
before that time but had never 
been seen, to play the various 
burlesque houses, drive-ins, 
and grindhouses. Tons of nud¬ 
ist movies would be produced 
and the craze was in full swing 
‘til around 1959, and the birth 
of those saucy Nudie-Cuties. 

In 1958 Russ Meyer pro¬ 
duced a daring innovation with 
THE IMMORAL MR. TEAS. 
He filmed beautiful, scantily 
clad and topless girls in a 
series of comedy vignettes, 
setting up peek-a-boo situa¬ 
tions where a man, due to 
whatever circumstances, was 
able to gawk at good-looking 
nude babes without them even 
noticing. The character was a 



peeping tom, basically harmless, 
and sexually nonthreatening. THE 













IMMORAL MR. TEAS premiered 
in San Diego and during the second 
night of its play, the police raided 
the theater. The film was quickly 
brought before a judge and deemed 
obscene. For nearly a year, Russ 
tried to get it reviewed by any cen¬ 
sor in the country, but it wasn’t until 
1959 that he was able to get the 
Seattle censor board to even look at 
the film. Their reaction was that the 
film was acceptable except for one 
scene where a girl’s ear gets nibbled 
on. Russ agreed to the cut and the 
film passed the censor, enabling 
other state censor boards to follow 
suit. The rest is history. Russ 
became legendary and produced 
other Nudie Cuties during the six¬ 
ties, including, EROTICA, EVE 
AND THE HANDYMAN, THE 
IMMORAL WEST— AND HOW 
IT WAS LOST (aka NAKED 
GIRLS OF THE GOLDEN WEST), 
EUROPE IN THE RAW, and 


HEAVENLY BODIES before he 
would make his classics LORNA, 
MUDHONEY, VIXEN, and 
FASTER PUSSYCAT! KILL!, 
KILL! 

The floodgates opened, and 
soon, his contemporaries were 
cranking out their own Nudie- 
Cuties; Bob Cresse’s ONCE UPON 
A KNIGHT, Dave Friedman’s and 
Herschell Gordon Lewis’ ADVEN¬ 
TURES OF LUCKY PIERRE, 
KIPLING’S WOMEN, and NOT 
TONIGHT, HENRY were among 
the first of hundreds made between 
1960-65 that were happy, merry 
comedies with nudity. Soon every¬ 
body was getting a piece of the 
action, and as sexual content 
became more acceptable, the film¬ 
makers challenged the existing 
obscenity laws by using more and 
more daring material. PLAYBOY 
Magazine also contributed to the 
respectability of the genre and more 
couples were going to see these 
films without feeling dirty; no 
longer a taboo activity enjoyed only 
by the raincoat crowd! During the 
height of the Nudie-Cuties, there 
were approximately 400 hard-top 
and 400 drive-in theaters catering to 
adults-only entertainment. 

I’ve selected a few of these 
goodies to review and describe 
(some haven’t resurfaced yet). 
Here’s an Alphabet of Nudie- 
Cuties: 



ARTIST’S STUDIO SECRETS 

1964, black and white, Box Office 
International 

As with all Nudie-Cuties, there 
has to be a reason that there are all 
these naked girls lounging around, 
and the artists and models there cer¬ 
tainly fit the bill. Percy Green, a 
wacky Greenwich Village artist, 
can’t look at anything that’s covered 



ered up and this takes a toll on his 
art career. His wife Hortense wants 
to make sure that her husband keeps 
painting, so she conveniently has 
naked models around to keep him 
inspired. She also gets her brother 
to throw a wild “bohemian” party to 
get Percy interested in making art 
again, and during the bash, things 
get kind of ugly (but not the girls!) 
The studio soon turns into a nest of 
schemes, intrigues, and jealousy. 



THE BARE HUNT 

or MY GUN IS JAMMED 
1963, black and white, August Films 
Private detective Max T. 
Unimportant, a self-styled master of 
disguises, is called in to solve the 
crime of the year. The investigation 
leads him to the fringe of the sex¬ 
ploitation world, chock-full of gor¬ 
geous figure models and starlets 
who are more than anxious to 
appear nude in front of a camera. 
Among the lovelies he meets are: 
the Gypsy Fortune Teller, the girl at 
Madame Myrtle’s Model Agency, 
Cleopatra, and the Boobsie Twins. 
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CALENDAR PIN-UP GIRLS 

1966, color, Conde Productions, 
directed by John Roscoe 

This is an enjoyable look at the 
“technical” aspects of producing a 
girlie calendar. We learn how pho¬ 
tographs are artistically composed, 
constructed, and montaged, and get 
to see naked girls too. There is a 
beauty for each month, posed in a 
dreamlike, stylized artificial setting 
that alludes to a seasonal fantasy. 
Some girls use props and wear cos¬ 
tumes, and they even have giant ani¬ 
mal companions for their sign of 
the zodiac. There’s a Mr. Rogers 
kind of freshness to this film that 
makes it quite appealing. 



DR. SEX 

1964 , color, Romike Films, direct¬ 
ed by Ted V. Mikels 



All the cliches of psychoanaly¬ 
sis are exploited in this classic 
Nudie-Cutie. Dr. Sex discusses his 
forthcoming book on sexology with 
his associates Dr. Diaphanous 
Lovejoy and Dr. Emil Schmutz. He 
recalls some unusual cases, explain¬ 
ing that these vicarious behaviors 
are unnatural and must be cured. 
One patient complains of being in 
the apartment of a disarmingly 
lovely woman who saunters around 
nude, takes sensuous bubble baths, 
and talks naughty on the phone— 
right in front of him! Come to find 
out—the patient is a poodle dog. 


with a patient who became attached 
to the department store mannequins 
he dresses. Unsuccessfully, she 
demonstrates that human women 
and dummies are not alike, hoping 
that he would understand the differ¬ 
ence. Dr. Schmutz tells the case of 
an exhibitionist who becomes an 
artist’s model and stripper to legit¬ 
imize her desire to undress. The 
final case study is quite a doozie—it 
deals with a man who believes that 
naked female ghosts live in his 
house and “do things for him.” He 
can see them but can’t touch them. 
Dr. Sex is'very intrigued by this 
possibility and decides to investi¬ 
gate things on his own with surpris¬ 
ing results! 
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EVERYBODY LOVES IT 

1964, color, presented by Edward 
E. Paramore and directed by 
Phillip Mark 

A talking four-leaf clover with 
a bad accent tries its best to bring 
good luck to a lowly T.V. studio 
janitor. Hoping to get him his big 
break, the janitor becomes Dr. Sven 
Crazy, and with the assistance of 
Dr. Zero (played by Little Jack 
Little) and his sexy nurses, turn the 
hospital upside down. The girls 
immediately offer their services and 
clothing for the greater cause! Next, 
there’s a gangster show and the jan¬ 
itor takes part in a fur-store heist in 
search of valuable Pink Chippy’s 








trading stamps. The security guard 
at the store has become good 
friends with the mannequins at the 
store, preferring them to real 
women who can talk back! A nude 
gun moll pretends to be a dummy, 
hoping to divert the guards’ atten¬ 
tion away from the robbers. The 
gangsters finally get the goods and 
return to their hideout, where they 
discover that the trading stamps are 
redeemable for nudies! In a last 
chance attempt to make a hero out 
of the janitor, the clover assigns him 
to a special intelligence unit where 
he is parachuted into enemy territo¬ 
ry only to be surrounded by nude 
enemy spies. When all seems hope¬ 
less for the underdog and the wilt¬ 
ing clover, a pleasant solution 
makes itself known. 



FRENCH 

WITHOUT DRESSING 


1965, color, Independent Film 
Artists, directed by Ted Lawrence 
This nudie has yet to be found, 
but it’s the story of the Way Out 
Electronics Company that markets a 
new color t.v. complete with “fourth 
dimension”, the ability to transmit 
physical objects across the air, giv¬ 
ing the viewer power over the 
action on the screen. Roy Revere, 
the chief salesman, arranges a 
demonstration for a wealthy eccen¬ 
tric. As he flips through the chan¬ 
nels, we see a beautiful woman in 
Paris undressing, and he decides to 
try out the special feature. 
Discovering that it really works, he 
uses it on other females, giving 
them the “fourth dimension” treat¬ 
ment. In subsequent adventures, 
two campers lose their clothes, and 
a bather is lifted out of the water. 
The customer is convinced to buy 
the t.v. when he resourcefully res¬ 
cues a nude girl who got caught in 
the act of burglary. Pretty way out! 



THE GIRL WITH 
THE MAGIC BOX 

1965, color, Barry Mahon Productions 
Laura Eden (played by Bunny 
Yeager, one of the world’s most 
beautiful pin-up photographers), is 
given the difficult assignment of 
assembling and photographing New 
York’s most sought-after models. 
By telephoning her friends in the 
business, she makes a list of women 
she wants to use for the shoot, but 
finds that some competitors are 
reluctant to lend their best models. 
One photographer insists that Laura 
pose for him before he will autho¬ 


rize his model to work for her. 
Finally Laura gathers a hot bevy of 
models together in her lavish apart¬ 
ment and gets some fabulous shots. 



HAWAIIAN THIGH 

1965, color, Hollywood Industries, 
directed by Bob Felderman 

A novice reporter is invited to 
the office of prominent Hollywood 
producer Pompus J. Plumpslush, 
who is promoting his latest nudie 
movie. The film preview reveals 
that it will be about a group of 
attractive vacationers on holiday in 
the most glamorous cities in the 
world. 

After a wild sendoff in Holly¬ 
wood, they head for Las Vegas, 
where they soon lose their money 
and their clothes when they become 
involved in a friendly game of strip 
poker. Next, it’s off to Hawaii on a 
yacht, but not before the girls find 
time to sunbathe and offer an eyeful 
to the horny crew. Once on land, 
they attend a native luau and per¬ 
form a naughty hula, sans grass 
skirts! 

Below: “I'll go in the water, hut I won’t get 
my hair wet!" A bevy of beauties from 
HAWAIIAN THIGH. 
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INTERNATIONAL 

SMORGASBROAD 

1965, color, Barry Mahon Productions 
Here’s the scoop: everytime 
gourmet chef Bemie Allen looks at 
food, he is inspired by visions of 
female delicacies. Two cantaloupes, 
a can of sardines, a mold of shim¬ 
mering jello are enough to evoke 
such mental delights. Since Bernie 
is a man of conscience, he tries 
instead to think of his librarian girl¬ 
friend or the upcoming school pic¬ 
nic, but he’s powerless to dismiss 
the visions that grip his imagination 
while he cooks. Bon Appetit! 



KISS ME QUICK 

1964, color, Box Office Inter-national 
This is the classic Nudie-Cutie 
that crosses over into the realm of 
horror and sci-fi. It’s the wacky 
story of Sterilox (the actor is doing 
his best Stan Laurel imitation), who 



was sent from the planet Droopiter 
to Earth to bring back a human 
female. Women are unknown on his 
planet. The visitor arrives at the cas¬ 
tle of Dr. Breedlove, a mad scientist 
who is conducting experiments with 
some buxom robots. Meanwhile, 
Dracula, Frankenstein and the 
Mummy participate in their own 
way. Kooky enough? Sterilox gets 
familiar with a few of the girls who 
remove their clothes for a better 
view. The castle is filled with all 
kinds of strange devices that the 
girls demonstrate. 



EXCIftHC 

YUMMY 


ABarrykbhon Production 


As it turns out, Sterilox doesn’t 
quite understand his assignment, 
and brings back a vending machine 
instead of a girl. Another fun-filled 
monster-nudie is HOUSE ON 
BARE MOUNTAIN. 



LIVING VENUS 

1961, Directed by Herschell Gordon 
Lewis 

Girlie magazines are always a 
favorite way to show plenty of 
nudes without having to explain 
much. Fired from his job at 
NEWLYWOOD MAGAZINE, 
ambitious Jack Norwall decides to 
start his own publication, PAGAN. 
With the help of sympathetic pho¬ 
tographer Ken Carter, Jack pro¬ 
motes model Peggy Brandon as the 
living image of Venus. Jack breaks 
his engagement to his fiancee Diane 
and marries Peggy. In a fit of jeal¬ 
ous rage, Ken leaves PAGAN. It 
appears that Jack’s arrogant tem¬ 
perament is causing his business to 
collapse. Peggy quits the magazine 
too and then commits suicide when 
Jack asks for a divorce. (This really 
isn’t a Nudie-cutie, but I couldn’t 
find one for “L”!) 
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MY TALE IS HOT! 

1964, color, Sonney Amusements 
Enterprises, directed by Seymour 
Tokus 

Holy Hades! Lucifer U. Devil is 
persuaded by his bitchy wife to try 
and tempt Ben Hur Ova (played by 
Little Jack Little; he shows up in 
lots of these!), the most loyal man 
in the world who was recently 
named “Husband of the Year.” The 
Devil pops up out of the ground for 
a spell, then Ben is lured by a suc¬ 
cession of lovely nudes, all the 
while remaining a faithful husband. 
Ironically, the Devil finds out that 
Ben is an arab shiek and already has 
some harem honeys of his own! 









THE NAUGHTY SHUTTER 

1963, black and white,produced by 
Charles Martinez, directed by 
Sammy Helm 

At the Thunderbird Hotel, 
Danny, a reporter, watches a camera 
buff take a picture of a passing 
maid. The photograph develops in 
seconds and reveals a nude maid— 
seems the cameras has a knack for 
removing its subject’s clothing. 
Danny and Jerry enthusiastically 
agree to cover a story with the cam¬ 
era, then merrily drink to their part¬ 
nership, and pass out. The camera is 
then stolen by a crook, who sells it 
to another shady character. Bill. He 
hides the camera in a wastebasket 
and leaves to run an errand only to 
have Mrs. Silvers, president of the 
Sunbathers Association, go through 
the garbage and discover it. She and 
her nudist pals play with the camera 
and are shocked to see that the pho¬ 
tos show them dressed! The camera 
passes through many hot hands 
before the police find it, and put an 
end to the fun! 



ONCE UPON A KNIGHT 

1961, Cresse Nyquist Production, 
produced by Bob Cresse 

A bright young investigator for 
the Fidelity Insurance Company, 
receives an assignment to recover a 
stolen painting of a nude. There’s a 
problem though. It seems that he 
has developed an unfortunate aller¬ 


gy to naked women, bursting into 
uncontrollable sneezing fits at the 
sight of exposed flesh. His search 
for the painting leads him to Venice, 
California, stomping grounds of 
numerous Beatniks. There he meets 
the Nudeniks (dig that crazy scene), 
who lead him on a wild chase in 
pursuit of the stolen treasure. 



PUSSYCAT PUSSYCAT 

aka BARE WITH ME 
1964, color 


Being a door-to-door salesman 
can be very interesting, especially 



Above: Turkish Bath Beauties. Count 
on Nudie-Cuties to throw nudes at you 
a handfull at a time, like this set-up 
from ONCE UPON A KNIGHT. 

when there are so many nude girls 
willing to accomodate a guy’s 
voyeuristic impulses. 

He first spots a busy nude gal 
listening to the radio, dancing in her 
living room, exercising and chatting 
on the telephone. The next apart¬ 
ment has a fence which he peeps 
over, of course, and there they are, 
three lovely sunbathers smoking 
cigarettes and rubbing suntan oil on 
each other at the poolside. Hardly 
containing his excitement, the sales¬ 
man falls off of the briefcase he was 
perched on! Another trying experi¬ 
ence arises when he sells theatrical 
makeup to a burlesque theater. 
Perhaps the most embarrassing situ¬ 
ation occurs when the salesman 
sells cosmetics to a stripper, and she 
offers to do a private dance for him 
if he gives her a free pair of panties! 
The salesman can’t even take a nap 
without envisioning nudes in crazy 
situations! 
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QUEEN’S WILD 

1963, color, Rossmore Film 
Distributors, presented by Harry 
Novak, starring Virginia Bell 
Strip poker, anyone? There’s a 
fine way to get a girl to take her 
clothes off, and the wild West 
makes a great setting for these lus¬ 
cious ladies to romp around in their 
birthday suits. Yahoo! 



THE RUINED BRUIN 

1961, color, T.I.C. Inc., presented 
by Harry Novak, directed by John 
K. McCarthy 

Buddy, an enormous black griz¬ 
zly bear, escapes from the zoo and 
falls in love with a voluptuous nurse 
he finds sitting on a park bench.. 
Buddy swallows a bottle of male 
hormone pills, hoping that they will 
make him human. Instead the pills 
make him horny as a jack rabbit, 
and this leads him into a series of 
madcap adventures. Buddy crashes 
a poolside party and creates a panic 
among some sundrenched nudies. 
At the L.A. Artists and Models Ball 
he is mistaken for a guy dressed in a 
bear costume and cavorts with all 
the scantily clad beauties before he 
is discovered. 




SIN-DERELLA AND 
THE GOLDEN BRA 

1964, color, Paul Mart Production, 
directed by Loel Minardi. 

A “newd” musical version of 
the famous fairy tale! Even though 
SINderella is a scullery maid at 
home, constantly scolded by her 
stepmother and stepsisters, she 
hopes to someday meet the man of 
her dreams, and it so happens that 
he looks like the prince who dreams 
of finding his ideal woman 
(SINderella!) The story follows tra¬ 
dition, except instead of losing a 
glass slipper, SINderella loses her 
golden bra! A kingdom-wide search 
is made to find the buxom lass who 
can fill the empty bra cups, and 
many anxious maidens bare their 
breasts hoping it will fit. The prince 
finds the right set of knockers, and 
they live happily ever after! 



TONIGHT FOR SURE! 

1962, color, Search Light 
Productions, directed by Francis 
Ford Coppola 

The wide-open spaces of the 
wild, wild West can sure grow 
crowded when delectable desert 
desserts roam the range! It seems 
that some respectable citizens want 
to put an end to nudity in their 
town, when one of the men, Jamie, 
has a riding accident caused by two 
naked girls walking in the desert, 
distracting him. He suffers from 
hallucinations featuring nudes. 
Jabousky hears the story and recalls 
his own voyeuristic pleasures. They 
get drunk as the evening wears on. 
Jamie goes to the sheriff explaining 
his situation and doesn’t receive the 
reception he had expected. Instead, 
he gets involved in a showdown 
with a beautiful nude. When a 
naughty cowgirl does her striptease 
act, the men forget all about their 
virtuous mission, eventually getting 
caught by their own salvation army- 
type marching band of stone-faced 
censors. 
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THE VERY 
NAKED CANVAS 

1965, color, Stereo Productions, 
directed by Jerome Jacobsen. 

Artists and models are also the 
subject of this nudie movie. 
Greenwich Village artist Otto Franz 
Krone receives an assignment from 
a popular girlie magazine to create a 
series of hot sketches. One model, 
Darlene Hall, is rejected because 
she has previously appeared in a 
competitor’s magazine, and another 
woman disappears before Otto can 
finish his sketch. He finally finds a 
suitable model, redheaded Ellen 
Simms, winner of a beauty contest 
at a nearby nudist camp. At the sug¬ 
gestion of the magazine’s publisher, 
she dyes her hair blonde and the 
drawing is accepted. 



THE WONDERFUL 
WORLD OF GIRLS 

1965, color, G & S Productions, 
presented by Harry Novak, direct¬ 
ed by Arthur Stootsberry 

Claiming “the biggest bevy of 
beauties ever laid before your 
eyes!” Poor Sammy is constantly 
being beaten by his shrewlike wife 
Fanny because he has the misfor¬ 
tune of always being in situations 
where girls take their clothes off 
around him. It’s really not his fault, 
one exhibitionist sits next to him in 
a theater and proceeds to remove 
her clothing, leaving it right on his 
lap. Naturally, Fanny is peeved and 
assumes that he’s responsible. The 
couple decides to visit a doctor, but 
end up entering a nudist colony 
office instead. The pretty applicants 
disrobe and try to initiate Sammy 
into their cozy club, making things 
even worse for him. He finally takes 
a job as a salesman and visits a 



a house inhabited by four scantily 
clad girls all trying to lead him into 
the bedroom. The police burst in 
and drag them before a judge, who 
finds Sammy to be at fault! 



As you may see from some of 
the descriptions of these films, there 
were plenty of gimmicks used to 
accomodate the nudity and make 
even the most outrageous scenarios 
possible. Often a profession lends 
itself to opportunities to ogle nude 
girls—photographers, artists and 


models, filmmakers, salesmen, psy¬ 
chiatrists, janitors, handymen, and 
sailors boating near remote girl- 
infested islands stand a good chance 
of getting an eyeful during their 
workday. Other times it’s a way-out 
plotline that opens up a fantasy 
world where anything can happen, 
and some of the more common 
devices used to undrape the female 
are magic eye-glasses or secret for¬ 
mulas. These allow the viewer to 
see through clothing or cause invisi¬ 
bility or change physical form to 
allow for optimum undetected peep¬ 
ing. Films such as MR. PEEKA¬ 
BOO’S PLAYMATES, PARADI- 
SIO (shot in a 3-D process called 
Tri-Optique), MAGIC SPECTA¬ 
CLES, and THE SAUCY AUSSIE 
gave the viewer the ability to see 
through clothing; KNOCKERS UP, 
PARDON MY BRUSH, and 
HENRY’S NIGHT IN relied upon 
an invisibility formula for optimum 
undetected peeping; and MR. 
PETER’S PETS, GIRLSAPOP- 
PIN’, DR. SEX, and THE RUINED 
BRUIN used animals or physical 
change as an excuse. Anything to 
catch a glimpse of some fabulous, 
frolicking, female flesh! 

The Nudie-Cutie craze ran its 
course through late ‘64 when audi¬ 
ences began to tire of the tame 
comedies. Nudity was becoming 
acceptable and people wanted more 
substance in their movies. Some of 
the last Nudie-Cuties were 
HENRY’S NIGHT IN and MY 
THIRD WIFE GEORGE both made 
in 1968. They use the comedy for¬ 
mulas of the genre, what sets them 
apart is full frontal nudity and simu- 
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The Golden Age of 

Hollywood. When the 

movies created Glamour ^pSBpT*^ 

Queens and Hollywood ^ 

created Magic. jT JMB 

It was a more innocent | 

wlkTI lli; I 

theatre captivated a 

nation, when stars , 

filled the screen and Ijt N2S 

the headlines, and 
our hearts. Marilyn, 

Grable, Dietrich, ^ ^ gj 

Garbo, and Stanwyck 1 

filled the nation’s JtL! 

dreams with fantasy and desire. 

Now you can see these movie stars 
and others as classic pinups in 
Hollywood Pinups. 

Hollywood Pinups, is comprised H 

strictly of classic pinup art by the tM 

Masters— artists such as Vargas, i W 
Earl Moran, Rolf Armstrong, Jjl 

Fritz Willis, and Zoe Mozert. JH 

Many of these images have 
been lost for over 40 years. 

Here is your chance to 
rediscover the magic 

of a time gone by. * 

Included in this set are five 

special Marilyn pinups which are Js A 
randomly inserted in both the 
50-card set and eight- 
card packs. 

Hollywood Pinups: Movie | Wm 

Magic, Pinup Masters, f -M 

Legendary Stars, Marilyn... I jm 

and more. J g ,-a g B8g 

Yes! Please send me one limited edition prototype for Hollywood Pinups 
Collectible Trading Cards I have enclosed $2 for postage and handling 


BETTIE mGE 


Bettie Page, the most famous model of the Fifties, was photographed by 
many, but none equal to Bunny Yeager, whom noted author Buck Henry 
called, “The great cheesecake-and-glamour model turned great cheese- 
cake-and-glamour photographer." 

Bunny’s classic photographs of Bettie Page make up this exclusive 
collection of 50 collectible trading cards from 21st Century Archives. 
Bunny Yeqger’s Bettie Page Collectible Trading Cards, available in both sets 
and foil packs, contain many images of Bettie that have 
never before been published. 

“Men turned to look at the long legs, the white, white skin, and the black, 
black, black hair cut in bangs straight across her forehead. 

And, of course, the smile. It was a smile that could break your heart.” 
So wrote Buck Henry as he described Bettie Page in Playboy magazine. 
Bunny, her glamour photographs, and Bettie were featured 
in the May 1994 pictorial of Playboy called “Bunny’s Honeys.” 

Now is your chance to have a set of high-quality trading cards that 
showcase Bettie Page as seen through the lens of Bunny Yeager. 
Look for this collection with its five special insert 
cards where cards and comics are sold. 


Yes! Please send me one prototype and information 
about 21st Century Archives award-winning cards. 

I have enclosed $2 for postage and handing: 


I am interested in the following products: 

National Lampoon_Pin-Up Girls by Vargas_Weird Tales_ 

§ 5588 , women in Terror_Frazetta Holograms_Bettie Page_ 

Sassic Sci-Fi Art The Petty Girt_Hollywood Pinups_Olivia Holoyams_ 

Mail to: 21st Century Archives, P.O. Box 1927, Royal Oak, Ml 48068 


I am interested in the following trading card products: 

National Lampoon_ Pin-Up Girts_ Pin-Up Girls II_ Weird Tales_Hollywood 

Movie Posters_Women in Terror_Frazetta Holograms_ Bettie Page_Astounding 

Science Fiction_ The Petty Girl_Hollywood Pinups_ 

Mail to 21st Century Archives. Dept TSE, P 0 Box 1927, Royal Oak, Ml 48068 






nwRprw; w 


SINS *« r 

Von Went Away ® 

Op-Ed from a Redhead by Susan Barrows 


A h, this modem age with all 
its myriad splendors! As we 
hurtle through the last 
decade of the Twentieth 
Century, humanity as a whole has its 
eyes firmly fixed on the future. But 
even at this pivotal point, just short of 
the next millennium, I just can’t get 
with the program. Instead, I find myself 
focusing wistfully on the rich tapestry 
of Sin in our nation's past—a heritage 
we seem, sadly, to be leaving behind. 

Call it strange coincidence, but 
many of my closest friends are reaching 
their milestone 40th birthdays these 
days, giving me pause to reflect on the 
times which spawned them. Most of 
them look back on the ’50s with a 
warm halcyon skinny-Elvis-and-big- 
fins-on-cars glow, but as I see it, it was 
the Golden Age of both Repression and 
Hot Sex. In particular, 1954 was a land¬ 
mark year with the publication of Dr. 
Frederic Wertham’s hysterical comic- 
books-cause-juvenile-delinquency vol¬ 
ume, SEDUCTION OF THE IN¬ 
NOCENT, which in itself sounds like 
the title of a sleazy pom novel. It was 
forty years ago today / Dr. Wertham 
taught the band to play... not that the 
band wasn’t already good and warmed 
up for him back in them Commie 
Witchhuntin’ Days. It was just a 
barometer of the times—there wasn’t 
supposed to be the slightest trace of Sin 
anywhere—not in films, not in televi¬ 
sion, and especially not in comics. 
Back then, the world appeared to be all 
the more lily-white for it. Yeah, right. 

The irony here seems to be lost on 
some of my comic-book acquaintances. 
Although having burst forth from the 
loins of this repressive age, their very 


existence affirms the fact that some¬ 
thing sexual was going on, and lots of 
it, too, if you can judge from the num¬ 
ber of suddenly middle-aged people I 
know. And you know what? I’m start¬ 
ing to think that sex was probably 
much hotter back then, because of the 
paranoid tempo of the times. Call me 
crazy, but there was something about 
the drab grey mindset of the Truman / 
Eisenhower decade that made the pink 
blush of a winking nipple that much 
more startling. Sure, there was good 
cause for paranoia, but this would pass 
in the ensuing decades to the point 
where everybody could relax about sex. 
It’s too bad we couldn’t foresee one 
particular consequence of our libera¬ 
tion—the depreciation of the value of 
Sin. 

I’m not necessarily irked at the 
strides that were made to broaden our 
personal freedoms, including the right 
of sexual expression (note: this offer 
may be void in some areas), but it 
exacted an unexpected toll. I remember 
back in the mid-’70s when I rode 50 
miles to the nearest civilized city just to 
catch a thrilling glimpse of bare tit in a 
Russ Meyer film. I was a naive teeny- 
bopper at the time, and that was more 
than enough to crank my tractor back 
then, so to speak. But as the Sexual 
Revolution scored its victories, overex¬ 
posure took its toll. Nudity became 
downright acceptable, if not expected. 
Everyone was doing nude scenes. Even 
Julie Andrews was exposing her 
casabas to the camera. The shock value 
was gone. Suddenly I was appreciating 
the same Russ Meyer films as breath¬ 
taking marvels of cinematography, film 
editing, and epic comedy. That illicit. 
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clandestine nature of Sin had melted 
away. Not even Meyer’s Buxotics 
looked really naked anymore. 

I could see the shift of public opin¬ 
ion from my perspective as a stripper. 
When I started dancing in the late ’70s, 
that career field still had the charming 
patina of disrepute and the accompany¬ 
ing tarnished status. Soon after, I sus¬ 
pected it was getting too acceptable 
when bank tellers and dental hygienists 
started showing up for amateur nights. 
When my future mother-in-law, a 
staunch Southern Baptist, smilingly 
referred to me as her son’s “little strip¬ 
per friend,” it drove the final nail in the 
coffin of my disrespectability and 
stripped the last bits of anathema from 
my image. Her pleasant acceptance 
compromised me utterly; I was van¬ 
quished before I could fire a shot. 

I almost ache for repression to rise 
up and give everything that lustrous 
dinge of illicit cheeziness again. Oh, 
it’s not that I long for a return to the 
icy, steel-fisted grip of McCarthyist 
totalitarian paranoia, far from it! I’ll 
fight like a girl to protect my freedoms, 
and fight dirty, too. It’s just that I miss 
the esoteric mysteries that used to sur¬ 
round our rich heritage of American 
Sleaze Culture. It still has yet- 
unplumbed depths of riches to be dis¬ 
covered, but to expose them to the 
withering light of public approval 
would be tantamount to destroying 
them. Smut has a hardy constitution, 
but ideally it should be nurtured with a 
delicacy of touch. To me, it is some¬ 
thing of an almost sacramental nature, 
to be savored in stolen private moments 
or, if shared with others, with only 
those few of the cognoscenti in whom 
is inspired the same fervent, secret pas- 


I once found a cache of assorted 
postcard-sized cheesecake-art gems in a 
sorrowful state in a flea market box. 
The formerly straight edges of the cards 
were lacy, eaten away by water damage 
and who-knows-what pasteboard¬ 
gnawing insectoids, and all of them 
were speckled with varying patterns 
and degrees of rust stains. “Boy, it’s 
too bad these’re in such bad shape,” I 
said to the crease-faced, Einstein-haired 


woman behind the card table. It wasn’t 
an attempt to initiate some price wran 
gling, but a regretful appraisal. They 
were too beat-to-shit to even warrant a 
mercy offer. 

The proprietress couldn’t help but 
agree. “Yeah. Y’know, these belonged 
to some old man. Died.” She shifted 
her wad of snuff into another cheek- 
pouch and pointed to the brown orange 
constellation defacing a particularly 
choice Zoe Mozert nymph. “See this? 
Kept 'em out in the bottom of his tool¬ 
box in the shed out back so his wife 
wouldn’t know.” She laughed and 
snorted and shook her head at the dead 
man’s foibles. Whoever that poor guy 
was, his secret was out now, here, bak¬ 
ing under the relentless sun in a Florida 
flea market. 

At the time I considered the cards 
worthless. It wasn’t to strike me for 
several hundred miles of hard driving 
later just what it was that I had truly 
beheld. Those weren’t just ruined girlie 
cards. They were something far more; 
for years they had been the focus of 
powerful, secret, esoteric rites out there 
in some weathered shack out back. 
There, in one man’s personal domain— 
no doubt just barely out of earshot of 
the open kitchen window- he had hid¬ 
den that handful of cards away, protec 
tively concealing them in the bottom 
most compartment within his rusting 
tool box reliquary. In my mind’s eye I 
can see him through a crack in the 
doorway, head bowed in worship, 
mouthing guttural ancient-sounding 
prayers, one ear cocked for the bang of 
the screen door. Every once in a while 
he rattles the tools to weave a reassur¬ 
ing Granddad’s-out-back-he’s-busy- 
don’t-bother-him mantra of protection 
about his realm. Sears Craftsman tem¬ 
ple bells and a rusting tacklebox for the 
Ark of the Covenant—to me it bespoke 
timeless devotional passion akin to the 
reverent intricacies of the Japanese tea 
ritual. I thought of his furtive discovery 
one morning after a stormy night that 
rainwater had leached into the inner 
sanctum and saturated his treasures, 
and the resultant grip of panic over 
what to do- -it wasn’t like he could 
take them inside and ask the missus to 
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dry them out on top of the stove. I 
could see him later on down the road, a 
furrow of concern creasing his graying 
brows as he noted the advent of rust 
damage on the pale flesh of an Elvgren 
lovely, then licking his thumb and rub¬ 
bing the spot just enough to find out 
that printer’s ink is no match for iron 
oxides. I could hear him sigh with res¬ 
ignation at the inevitable passing of all 
things, the recognition of divinity and 
the powerlessness of man to grasp it 
forever. I felt a twinge when I pictured 
that tableau. That unknown, aging man 
had more than loved those damn cards, 
he had venerated them—and in the 
proper, clandestine manner befitting 
something truly, gloriously. Sinful. I 
felt humbled. In regarding his reverent 
guardianship of a few scraps of paste¬ 
board, may we all feel a guilty flush of 
mortification for our extensive hoards 
of cheesecake magazines spread out on 
our coffee tables and the matted-and- 
framed nudie Pin-Ups prominently dis¬ 
played on our walls and our BARE 
FACTS VIDEO GUIDEs next to our 
remote controls. Ha! We are paupers in 
comparison to the dazzling wealth of 
this monk in his backyard cell. 

I now intensely regret not buying 
those beat-to-shit rust-speckled cards 
and putting them in a nice, dry, safe 
shrine. 

Please don’t misunderstand me. 
This is not a misty-eyed old geezer’s 
foggy nostalgia kicking up here, but the 
ululating wails of a rabid priestess on 
the steps of the Temple of Tease. To 
see my blessed Bad-Girl icons dragged 
through the common clay inflames me! 
How dare those pallid, mealy-mouthed 
fanboys flog my divine Goddesses to 
death with overexposure on t-shirts and 
in crappy xeroxed fanzines? Mass pub¬ 
lic acceptance is turning something I 
hold sacred into yet another throwaway 
junk-culture fad, just another assembly¬ 
line polybagged blisterpack vacu- 
formed everybody’s-doing-it flash-in- 
the-pan painfully-hip-for-a-month thing 
to do. On the one hand, while I do feel 
sneering contempt for the Marvel-zom- 
bie-type cheesecake clones, it’s sharply 
tinged with a stab of pity, a deep, abid¬ 


ing sadness that they will never begin 
to fully savor the rich, lush bouquet of 
America’s Sleaze Culture. They won’t 
be into it long enough to scratch 
beneath the surface and be enveloped in 
the heady, tingling aura of Sin. They 
will never attain that extra dimension of 
titillating illicitness as long as they can 
only see the perceived coolness of it. 
The poor shmucks. 

You may argue that by sharing 
Sleaze Culture here in the pages of 
TEASE! I’m only fueling the pop-cul¬ 
ture feeding frenzy; 1 sound like I’m 
complaining about the food, then bitch¬ 
ing that the portions are too small. I 
certainly can’t dispute that— such 
schizophrenic reasoning has made me 
what I am today. I’m only speaking up 
now because something desperately 
needs to be done about this! And I am 
definitely not talking in terms of any 
Ed-Meese-style prosecutions-and-fines 
solution to the “problem” of erotica. I 
just want, somehow, to get that sweet, 
familiar frisson of guilt back. I want my 
forbidden fruits to be just that again, 
not something that almost everybody 
and his beaming grandmother treats 
with a benign, smiling acceptance, but 
a full-blown, shocking, radiant SIN! 
We can take it back into the closet! It’s 
not too late! 

I can only hope and pray that this 
diatribe has fallen into the right 
hands—yours. Yes, there is something 
that we can do to help to bring back the 
sense of • sleazy cheeziness that made 
this country a powerful, sexual entity! 
Let’s start acting like Smut is nasty 
again! Let’s do what we can as a nation 
to bring back the shame! Bring back 
the plain brown wrappers addressed to 
“Occupant” and the attendant furtive 
skulking that made its very acquisition 
an pulse-pounding adventure of 
intrigue! 

And hey—this is just between the 
two of us, okay? 

Thanks. I knew you'd understand. 






LIGHT ME! 


Satisfaction Guaranteed 
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GLAMOUR GIRLS: THEN AND NOW 



BRIGITTE BARDOT BETTIE PAGE BUNNY YEAGER IRISH McCALLA 


If you’re a connoisseur of classic pin-ups and movie memorabilia or simply a fan who wants to learn 
more about some of the postwar era’s most astonishing females and their collectibles, you’ll want to check out 
the new bimonthly newspaper Glamour Girls: Then and Now. 

Our focal point is the women of the fabulous Fifties and Sixties-the stunning figure models, the 
Hollywood goddesses, and the scintillating striptease artists who helped make life worth living. Helping to bring 
this vision to life is my publisher, legendary pin-up photographer Bunny Yeager. Every issue features many 
of Bunny’s matchless photographs. And starting with Issue #2, every issue includes Bunny’s n£E£ 1994 
cheesecake shots of the hottest young models in Florida, forging another chapter to her legend. 

The Premiere Issue has an in-depth interview/career retrospective with the one and only Irish 
McCalla including a great "Sheena" cover; plus features on Gloria Pall ("Voluptua") and Bob Schultz’s first 
Glamourcon show. Is sue #2 reveals the results of myrecent survey of collectors on "The 100 (Plus) Sexiest 
Movie Performances of All Time." A classic pin-up of Brigitte Bardot graces the cover, with dozens of 
sizzling photos accompanying the rankings. There are also profiles of ’60s nude model Juli Williams, dancer 
Barrie Chase, and stripper Anne Howe. 

In Issue #3 (July-August), you’ll find the lavishly-illustrated results of another exclusive collector 
survey, "The Sexiest TV Performances of All Time"; the tragic story of Maria Stinger, the "Marilyn 
Monroe of Miami"; the pre-”Jeannie" career of Barbara Eden; ’50s glamour model Dane Arden, and ’60s nudie 
cutie Terry Higgins. And upcoming feature articles will zero in on such mesmerizing ladies as blonde bombshell 
Angelyne (the poster queen of Hollywood), based on one of the most unusual interviews I’ve ever experienced. 

In addition, I’m now in the midst of my biggest survey yet: "The All-Time Glamour Girls Beauty 
Championships." Approximately 280 of the 20th century’s most magnificent women-from Jean Harlow, 
Jayne Mansfield and Bettie Page to Samantha Fox, Claudia Schiffer and Anna Nicole Smith-are pictured in a 
lavish 64-page Photo Gallery to assist "voters" in trying to determine the greatest sex symbols of modern times. 
Results of the survey will be unveiled in a photo-packed, year-end issue of Glamour Girls: Then and Now. 


Yes! I’m a Tease reader and I’d like to check out Glamour Girls: Then and Now . 

$5.00 for one issue (please indicate which issue): EH ($6 if outside North America) 

$13.00 for three bimonthly issues: EH ($16 if outside North America) 

$24.00 for a full one-year subscription (six issues): □ ($29 if outside North America) 

To order the All-Time Glamour Girls Beauty Championships: 

$10.00 for the survey and 64-page Photo Gallery: EH ($12.00 if outside North America) 

Send your check or money order (written out to Steve Sullivan; not to "Glamour Girls") to: 

Steve Sullivan Your Name 

GG: Then and Now Address _ 

P.O.Box 34501 

Washington, D.C. 20043-9998 City, State 


Zip Code 











Clockwise from left: Kerri returns for 
her second appearance in TEASE! 
Photo by Steamy Shutterbug April 
Stephens; Adam Yellin submits this 
pouty princess; Ginate poses pretty for 
Kellie Everts; James Singer snaps Nina 
during a camera club shoot; Chris of 
Atlanta captures Go Go Max on film; 
Colonel Sam Patton contributes this 
shot of Yvette. 

Our HOMEMADE CHEESECAKE 
file is getting thin, and we need contri¬ 
butions from YOU. Maybe the one of 
photos you see next issue will be yours! 


Cheesecake photography is America's fastest growing hob¬ 
bies 1 It’s easy, cheap, and LOTS of fun Grab a camera, get a will¬ 
ing subject, and set your F-stop. Pick the best three and submit 
them to us. If we use your photo, a subscription will be awarded to 
you and the model. Sorry, photos can’t be returned. Send contri¬ 
butions to TEASE!, 88 Lexington Ave., Suite 2E, NYC 10016. Be 
sure to send xerox copies of two pieces of the model's photo I D 
So break out those flashbulbs and have a friend strike a pret¬ 
ty pose. Maybe YOUR work will show up in the next issue of 
TEASE! 
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The Pin-Up Art 


by Marianne Ohl Phillips 


I f energy, enthusiasm, confi¬ 
dence, hard work, and loads of 
talent are all it takes to become 
a great Pin-Up artist...then 
watch out for Ted Kimer! Ted goes 
through life with a passion, enjoy¬ 
ing and living it to the fullest. This 
excitement comes out in his work, 
which is very Petty-like with a dis¬ 
tinct Vargas influence. Ted com¬ 
bines these two styles with his own 
to create modem sexy ladies with a 
’50’s charm. His airbrush watercol- 
ors borrow the innocence of the past 
and give it the promise of the 
future. 

Ted is a handsome young man 
living in Florida with his beautiful 
wife, partner, and best friend 
Jacquelin. His natural talent sur¬ 
faced early and was influenced by 
his mother who worked in the 
advertising department of a New 
York City firm. “She taught me lay¬ 
out, design and ‘eye flow’. This is 
why I give my. work a sense of 
order and pay particular attention to 
detail. I'm really a draftsman at 
heart,” says Ted. 

Kimer has always had a pen¬ 
chant for painting the female form. 
His earlier graphite works focused 
on aloof, mysterious women. “They 
really seemed to intimidate people,” 
he says. “I couldn’t understand why 
some of my audience was stand-off¬ 
ish. Then I had the good fortune to 
get a critique from retired PLAY¬ 
BOY art director and Vargas biog¬ 
rapher Reid Austin. 

“One night my wife and I saw 
his collection of original Petty art 


Top: "This honeymoon will never end!" is a 
perfect promise. 

Bottom: "This Gal can shoot from the hip!" 


d f T e d Kimer 


and were captivated by both the 
paintings and Reid’s stories about 
George Petty. That evening some¬ 
thing passed between those paint¬ 
ings and myself, giving me enough 
inspiration to change my artistic 
style completely.” 

To create the new “Teddy 
Girls,” Kimer put away his pencils 
and relentlessly tried airbrushing 
and watercoloring, achieving mar¬ 
ginal success, always sending pho¬ 
tos of his work to Reid Austin for 
comment. In September of 1991, 
Reid gave Ted the address of an 
artist who could help him in his 
pursuit of the perfect pin-up. 

Ted has been studying with 
California Pin-Up artist Joe 
DeMartini ever since. Joe was a 
close personal friend of Alberto 
Vargas and is teaching Ted water- 
color techniques without the use of 
airbrush. “It’s been especially chal¬ 
lenging. I have much to aspire to, 
but it doesn’t diminish the passion,” 
says Kimer. “When a piece is hand- 
painted with layered washes, it 
retains a warmth which is often lost 
using only the airbrush.” 

Ted claims the average age of 
the “Teddy Girl” is about 28. “She 
is self-assured, intelligent, and 
chic,” says the artist. “I adore creat¬ 
ing beautiful women who have sen¬ 
suality, grace, and beauty.” 

Kimer feels Pin-Up is not for 
everyone. “Society in general is not 
always receptive to the work of so 
called ‘girlie’ artists...but I’m hav¬ 
ing too much fun to stop!” says Ted 
with a cheerful grin. 

For those of us who do appreci¬ 
ate Pin-Up and Glamour Art, Ted’s 
work is regularly featured on the 
back cover of THE ILLUSTRA¬ 
TOR COLLECTOR NEWS, a 
national publication for paper col¬ 
lectible enthusiasts. “Last year there 
was an issue with Vargas on the 
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front cover and my work on the 
back,” beams Ted. “I walked on air 
for a week!” TAMPA BAY MAG¬ 
AZINE also did a feature on him in 
their November/December 1993 
issue, and a bikini-clad ‘Teddy Girl’ 
graced the cover of the March/April 
Swimsuit issue. 

Ted continues to develop his 
Pin-Up technique through regular 
trips to see Joe DeMartini, where he 
enjoys a ten-hour lesson. He then 
heads to the San Francisco Art 
Exchange for a critique of his 
newest paintings. “They handle 
work from the Vargas estate,” says 
Ted, “and since the circle of Pin-Up 
collectors and galleries is small, we 
tend to keep in touch.” 

Ted earns his living painting 
entertaining ensembles of colorful 
music-making robots. Envision a 
group of musicians gone hay¬ 
wire...his pastel robots scream right 
off the board. “I am constantly 
inspired,” says Ted of his robot 
world. “I get these powerful rapid- 
fire ideas and store them up. My 
main goal is to unleash this intensi¬ 
ty onto the board with color, move¬ 
ment, and a character I can relate to. 
I want to take people of all ages by 
surprise. I paint what feels good 
without any deep hidden meanings. 
My robots are just enjoying them¬ 
selves...my Pin-Ups are too for that 
matter.” 

A major factor of Ted’s success 
in the art world is his delightful 
wife Jacquelin. She is definitely the 
‘woman behind the man’. Jacquelin 


is the owner of JS Designs, a St. 
Petersburg-based publishing com¬ 
pany which has printed over two 
dozen open and limited editions of 
Ted’s work. She also represents 
Brazilian artist Edson Campos 
.whose work can be seen in PLAY¬ 
BOY and FORUM magazines. 

“I met Jacquelin in 1986,” Ted 
says. “I wasn’t exhibiting profes¬ 
sionally then. I kiddingly offered to 
show her my etchings. To my sur¬ 
prise she said, ‘These are wonder¬ 
ful! You should do shows.’ I asked 
if she’d rep for me. ‘You’re on,’ was 
her instant reply. The rest is histo¬ 
ry...after a couple of years we real¬ 
ized we had something special and 
were married. My success is hers 
too. We often joke that I just paint 
and Jacquelin does all the work.” 

The artful Kimers have become 
proud parents of a son, Corell 
Bennett, and he gives Ted even 
more incentive to create his vibrant 
and magnetic images, both robotic 
and cheesecake. So gentle¬ 
men...throw out your Teddy bears, 
the ‘Teddy Girl’ is here! 

9 

Above: This illo was used on the cover 
of the TAMPA BAY MAGAZINE 
early in 1994. 

Right: “Two Glamorous ” 

Below: Ted Kimer hard at work , slav¬ 
ing over beautiful girls for hours on 
end. ■ 
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The Bunny Yeager Story 


Part One 


-Vlad* 

, 9 * 

By Steven Sullivan 


P ulling out the movie fan 
magazine she’d purchased 
at the five-and-dime that 
day, a 12-year-old Linnea 
Yeager eagerly scanned the contents 
for stories on her favorite big-screen 
heroines. Her face lit up as she spot¬ 
ted a feature on Betty Grable com¬ 
plete with a full-page photo of the 
leggy blonde at her most glam¬ 
orous. Ever so carefully, the young¬ 
ster clipped out the feature and 
pasted it in her bulging scrapbook. 
One day , she told herself. I’ll be a 
glamorous star and it ’ll be MY pic¬ 
tures in that book. 

Little girls’ dreams have a way 
of taking unexpected turns, and 
Bunny Yeager’s wish was to be ful¬ 
filled in ways she could never have 
imagined. Hollywood was not her 
destiny, but a lifetime of creating 
pin-up magic has given Bunny a 
still-evolving legacy. 

When she first burst upon the 
national scene, she was a delightful 


novelty: a curvy cutie who pho¬ 
tographed other curvy cuties. With 
the passage of time it becomes 
more clear that Bunny was instru¬ 
mental in popularizing the indelibly 



bright, sun-kissed image of 1950s 
American cheesecake photography. 

From today’s perspective, it’s 
difficult to grasp just how remark¬ 
able Bunny Yeager was in the con¬ 
text of her time. Aside from LIFE 
MAGAZINE’S Margaret Bourke- 
White, professional female photog¬ 
raphers were rare and photography 
in specialized fields such as por¬ 
traits, baby pictures, or society 
pages, which provided limited 
opportunities for women. At a time 
when American women had largely 
completed their mass postwar 
movement out of the workplace and 
back into the home, the idea of a 
strong, highly independent woman 
rising to the top of a male-dominat¬ 
ed field seemed vaguely threatening 
to many. But Bunny never gave 
such preconceptions a second 
thought as she embarked on the 
career that made her a legend. 

Left: Baby Bunny waiting for the telephone 
call that might be her big break! 
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Most readers of TEASE! are 
familiar with Bunny’s glory years 
of 1955-65 when she became a 
beloved figure to every Pin-Up con¬ 
noisseur by capturing for photo¬ 
graphic posterity many of the era’s 
most fabulous females. For the pur¬ 
poses of this article, the focus will 
be on the early years. Next issue, 
we’ll take the Bunny story right up 
to today. 

Bunny was born on March 13 
in Wilkinsburg, Pennsylvania, a 
small town just outside Pittsburgh. 
Known to everyone as Eleanor, she 
was named after her mother Linnea, 
the name of a Swedish flower that 



grows in the mountains. But she 
became a child of the beaches when 
her family moved to Miami in 
1946, due to the health of her father, 
a former Westinghouse draftsman. 

The name by which she has 
been known ever since came cour¬ 
tesy of the silver screen. “The truth 
of the matter is that I saw a movie 
called 'Weekend at the Waldorf’ (a 
1945 remake of “Grand Hotel” co- 
starring Ginger Rogers)”, she 
recalls. “Lana Turner’s character 
was named Bunny. From as far back 
as I remember, I kept scrapbooks 
filled with clippings of Lana Turner 
and Betty Grable—I had their entire 
lives in those scrapbooks. I really 
admired them. 

“When I first saw her in that 
movie, I thought. I’d never heard 
the name Bunny before. It was so 
soft and feminine and so wonderful. 
I decided I was going to take it. So 
when we moved to Florida, 1 
became Bunny. It was more excit¬ 
ing than being called Eleanor! 
Eleanor was timid and shy; Bunny 
was outgoing and radiant...I became 
a new personality. Changing my 
name changed my life.” 

A few years after going south, 
she mused that the move proved 
lucky in more ways than one. “In 
Pitcairn, I was just another too-tall 
girl. At 5-feet-10 in my stocking 
feet, I didn’t seem to fit in. I 
couldn’t be a cheerleader, and I was 
too shy to try out for school plays 
or anything. But as a model, my 
height became an asset.” 

Bunny soon got over any self- 
consciousness about her height, and 
became a member of a social group 
called the Miami Tip Topper Club. 
Girls had to be at least 5-foot-10”, 
and the minimum height for men 
was 6-2”. 

“Miami amazed me,” she later 

Top: The most glamorous girl on the block! 
Left: Bunny in a Sadie Hawkins Day cos¬ 
tume of her own design. 



remarked. “I was so used to being 
cold all the time that I couldn’t 
quite get used to the idea that you 
could wear a swimsuit all the year 
around.” 

Looking pretty and glamorous 
always came naturally to Bunny. 
Her first award had come years 
before at a baby-buggy parade in 
Pennsylvania. At 14 she stitched 
together a homemade hula skirt 
with iris leaves from her yard and 
heavy thread, and posed for her first 
“glamour” photo. The pattern was 
set early. 

Soon after her arrival in Miami, 
Bunny enrolled in Coronet 
Modeling School and attended 
classes at night, while attending 
Miami Edison High School during 
the day. “There weren’t a lot of 
modeling schools then, and Coronet 


was selected as the school’s “Girl 
With the Sweetest Smile.” 

Bunny began her modeling 
career in December 1947 after win¬ 
ning the title of Queen of the Trailer 
Parks at the Greater Miami 
Trailercoach and Sportsmen’s 
Show. Bunny won $500 and a trip 
to Havana the following May repre¬ 
senting that title. It was her first air¬ 
plane trip, an unforgettable thrill for 
the teenager. She was accompanied 
to Cuba by her mother. 

“I really enjoyed being a 
model—particularly the designer 
clothes, diamond jewelry, and furs. 
It made you feel special, like you 
were really important. People 
looked up to you, respected you, 
and wanted to be like you.” 

She quickly began landing 
assignments posing for department 











tion from high school. Bunny was 
working by day as an office clerk at 
a local credit company. When the 
boss told her she’d never become a 
manager because she was a woman, 
she headed for the door and never 
looked back. It was the first indica¬ 
tion that this was a young woman 
who was not to be treated lightly. 

“Early on, I had learned every 
job in the office, starting out as a 
file clerk, doing some of the book¬ 
keeping, and then serving as secre¬ 
tary to the vice-president,” she 
remembers. “I had hoped that my 
hard work would lead to an execu¬ 
tive position.” Rather than allow 
herself to be limited by the people 
she was working for. Bunny decid¬ 
ed to go freelance. Modeling was 
the obvious choice. 

Jumping in headfirst, she quick¬ 
ly learned that modeling was more 
than looking pretty. When a photog¬ 
rapher for whom she had worked 
didn’t call again, her agency asked 
him why. The answer: Bunny had 
only one smile, and he needed a 
wider range. Chagrined but 
absolutely determined to succeed, 
she immediately began working to 
develop more variations, in addition 
to dreaming up a full repertoire of 
poses for every occasion. Variety 
and imagination became Bunny’s 
trademarks. 

Another important lesson that 
came with experience is that a good 
model is also an actress. She must 
able to cast aside shyness and inse¬ 
curity to project different aspects of 
her personality, and sometimes even 
assume a totally different character. 
The best models “come alive before 
the camera,” she observes. “When 
I’m in the spotlight, that’s when I 
shine. That’s typical of anybody 
who’s good at modeling. You can 

Left: Wild Blue Yeager. Bunny, posing here 
in her hand-made bathing suit, was chosen 
Miss Army Navy Airforce. 




Above: Joe. DiMaggio awards Bunny the 
title of "Queen of the Sports Carnival’’ at 
the Monte Carlo Hotel. 

turn it on and become the person 
that you need to be.” 

One of her early glamour-girl 
jobs was being a “Fun In the Sun 
Girl” at the Fun In the Sun festival 
in July 1948. Three months later, 
when the MIAMI HERALD pub¬ 
lished a special “Florida Welcome 
Section” for tourists during the 
Orange Bowl festival, showcasing 
the city’s many attractions, it 
included a full-page shot of a beam¬ 
ing Bunny lying on the sand repre¬ 
senting the “Gals” of Miami Beach. 
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Her prize for being named 
Queen of the Sports Carnival in 
January 1949 was a dream visit to 
New York City where Joe 
DiMaggio officially crowned her 
after serving as one of the judges, 
and she was interviewed on a 
nationally syndicated radio pro¬ 
gram. While in New York, she 
dined with band leader Guy 
Lombardo and met ice dancer and 
actress Sonja Heinie. She and 
DiMaggio also dated once. While 
atypical, it’s fascinating to see a few 
pictures of Bunny from this period 
when she had her dark bangs 
combed forward in a page-boy, and 
looked startlingly like a certain 
Bettie in her future. (For more on 
Bunny’s beauty contest experiences, 
see sidebar.) 

A girl of many talents from an 
early age, Bunny was an accom¬ 
plished blues singer, watercolor 
painter, sculptor—and also bikini 
designer and photographer. Clearly, 
this was a girl who plunged into life 
full-bore, with more energy and 
drive than any of her peers. 


Below: An early portrait. 





By early 1950, the fast-rising 
auburn-haired, hazel-eyed model’s 
fame was extending beyond Florida 
with appearances in national maga¬ 
zines. Among her first covers were 
the March 1950 SEE (in a self- 
designed leopard-skin two-piece 
swimsuit), and the June 1950 
LAFF. Within a very short time. 
Bunny was regularly gracing the 
pages of FAMOUS MODELS, 
HIT!, COVER GIRL MODELS, 
and the other top cheesecake mags 
of the era. 

In addition to her fresh, natural 
beauty and long, shapely figure (36- 
25-37, 135 pounds). Bunny’s was 
skilled at creating her own original 
designs. “I’ve been designing my 
own bathing suits ever since the day 

Left:Pin-Up perks included rubbing shoul¬ 
ders with stars. Bunny poses with James 
(GUNSMOKE) Arness and camera bug 
Sammy Davis Jr. 


I could fill one out to advantage,” 
she told one interviewer in 1951. 
Due to her height—particularly her 
“long, long legs”—it was difficult 
to find suits to fit her properly. So 
making her own was a natural step. 

By 1949 the bikini was already 
scandalizing beachgoers in 
the south of France and else¬ 
where in Europe, but were commer¬ 
cially unavailable in America. 
Consequently, Bunny crafted her 
own adaptations and their unique 
quality made her all the more in 
demand. 

Looking over the commercial 
swimsuits she wore during this peri¬ 
od for catalogs and other modeling 
jobs. Bunny points out their gener¬ 
ally unflattering quality. In contrast 
to the drab and conventional one- 
and two-piece suits that tended to 
make all figures look more or less 

Continued next page 


AND THE 
WINNER IS... 

Beauty contests were more than a 
crucial route to fame and modeling suc¬ 
cess for Bunny; she enjoyed the entire 
experience, and that enthusiasm is still 
palpable today. “The McFadden 
Deauville Hotel in Miami Beach had a 
beauty contest almost every weekend— 
Miss Legs, Miss Brevity, Miss Almost- 
Anything,” Bunny recalls. “I loved 
being in these contests. The crowds 
were always large around the Olympic¬ 
sized pool where we had to parade. 
They loved us! I only wish that 1 could 
see some of the newsreels that they 
shot of us.” 

In 1949 alone. Bunny’s beauty 
titles included Miss Personality, Miss 
Opa-locka (which qualified her for the 
Miss Florida pageant), and Queen of 
the Miami Boat Regatta. As Miss 
Personality, she was given a week’s 
stay at one of the most lavish hotels on 
Miami Beach, and made radio and TV 


appearances with Swedish movie star 
Marta Toren. 

She was a finalist for Miss Florida 
1949 to represent the state in the Miss 
America pageant, and a contestant for 
the crown of,Orange Bowl Queen that 



December. No other title besides Miss 
America was more coveted among 
Florida beauties, and Bunny had scored 
increasingly higher in three previous 
attempts. When Bunny and the other 
unsuccessful contestants learned after 
the fact that the event was “fixed,” they 
got an attorney and successfully sued. 

In April 1950, Bunny was selected 
over other aspiring beauties as “the typ¬ 
ical Florida girl” to represent the state 
on a 15-day trip to Mexico City for its 
Spring Festival. There, she was intro¬ 
duced as “La Reina de Miami,” or 
“Queen of Miami.” Bunny and other 
beauty queens from several countries 
were driven around a bull ring in open 
cars while 50,000 spectators cheered, 
preceding a performance by three of 
Mexico’s top matadors. 

Among her many other beauty 
titles, one from 1951 seemed particular¬ 
ly prophetic: “Queen of Cheesecake.” 

0 

Left: Bunny is crowned Queen of the Artists 
and Models Ball in Miami Beach. 






alike. Bunny’s bikini designs—full 
of bold and colorful plunges and 
unexpected frills and slits—were a 
sensation. One bikini pose was car¬ 
ried on the wire services and ran in 
dozens of newspapers around the 
country in the summer of 1949. 

“I made swimsuits out of every¬ 
thing, by hand,” she says today. 
“The thing the photographers got 
excited about with me was that I 
would come up with a new idea for 
a suit. They wanted to see some¬ 
thing fresh and new, because if you 
had a different-looking suit they 
could sell the pictures more easily. 
So I kept trying to dream up new 
ideas.” 

One of her favorite designs gen¬ 
erated national publicity in 1950: a 
gorgeous daisy-decked bikini that 
absolutely rivets the eye. Variations 
on this ingenious creation would 
turn up later on some of Bunny’s 
models. She cites another example 
of a tiger-print bikini she made 
from orange material and hand- 
painted each stripe to look like a 
tiger. “You really had to search for 
the right materials. Everything was 
hard in those days. I would take 
cloth and hand-paint my own 
designs, so that nobody else would 
have what I had.” 

Bunny’s designs were ahead of 
their time. A one-piece suit slit to 
the waist in front (with buttons from 
neck to navel), in which she was 
photographed in 1950, proved this 
with a vengeance. About 15 years 
later, the famous designer Halston 
introduced a virtually identical suit. 

Conscious of the commercial 
possibilities of her talent. Bunny 
started up her own swimwear firm 
(Bunny Yeager, Inc.) in August 
1950 in partnership with a local 
dress and sportswear professional. 
Her original line included a com¬ 
plete range of “practical” swimwear 
plus cocktail swimsuits in lame, 
velvet and fake furs, ranging in 


price from $3.75 (!) to $375. 
“Modeled from the world’s most 
exquisite figure for the world’s 
most beautiful woman...you...the 
American Beauty,” declared a pro¬ 
motional brochure. Unfortunately, 
due to inadequate financial backing 
and business guidance, the initiative 
never quite got off the ground, 
although she sold quite a few 
designs to area gift shops. “I had 
loads of creativity, but I was too 
young to know how to promote it 
properly,” she says. However, 
Bunny’s designs would make pin¬ 
up history anyway. 

By early 1951, just about every 
layout on Bunny focused on her 
design proclivities. Making your 
own swimsuits isn’t all that diffi¬ 
cult, she would say in these 
accounts—’’all you need is a yard 
of material, scissors, and imagina¬ 
tion.” Of course, the latter quality 
was the hardest to come by, and 
that’s why Bunny was always ahead 
of the curve, as it were. 

Yeager’s jam-packed profes¬ 
sional schedule cut short several 
romantic relationships. She relates 
that the first was a soldier who had 
just returned from Japan and “want- 
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Above: “1 designed this suit to be worn this 
way. ” Bunny recalls “My photographer 
convinced me to roll it down and tie it on 
the sides. I had no idea it looked that 
nude!” The wire services from around the 
world picked up the photo, and Yeager 
instantly became a celebrity. 

Below: Distinctive bikinis like this helped 
keep Bunny in demand. 






ed me to become his little house¬ 
wife. But I didn’t want to become a 
stay-at-home, and only worry about 
getting supper on the table and hav¬ 
ing babies. I wanted to go out and 
be a person, not just an extension of 
some man. I couldn’t be content 
like some wives to stay home all 
day and read magazines.” In an era 
of crushing conformism with clear 
expectations of female domesticity, 
these were bold attitudes. Another 
fiance bailed out due to jealousy. 

But in May 1950, she married 
Arthur “Bud” Irwin, who encour¬ 
aged her, approved of her career, 
and was secure enough to let Bunny 
maintain a full life outside the 
home. They had two daughters dur¬ 
ing their 27-year marriage before he 
passed away in 1977. 

Throughout 1950, hardly a 
week went by without at least one 
Pin-Up shot of Bunny in the Miami 
papers. Indeed, she was becoming 
such a universally known symbol of 
the city that a March 1950 newspa¬ 
per quiz inviting readers to identify 
pictures of 10 familiar local faces— 
mainly politicians, civic and sports 
personalities—included her in the 
full confidence that any true 
Miamian would surely know Bunny 
Yeager. When the city issued a 
brochure to promote tourism, the 
bikini beauty waving a friendly 
greeting from the front was you- 
know-who. 

During the early ‘50s, one 
source of Bunny’s Pin-Up fame was 
a series of color postcards pho¬ 
tographed by Hans Hannau. 
Bunny’s smiling face, her shapely 
form in those exotic original bikini 
designs, and the sun-washed beach¬ 
es of Miami provided a taste of 
Florida sunshine for all the vaca¬ 
tioning northerners who purchased 
the postcards for the next decade. 

The Austrian-born Hannau, 
now age 90, recalls shooting Bunny 
“about four or five times” in 


Above: One of Bunny's favorite photos. 
Photo by Ben Correa. 

Below: The great Hans Hannau shot an 
extended series of beach shots with Bunny. 


approximately 1950. The postcards 
were issued by Natural Color 
Publishers, a company which he 
had encouraged his mother-in-law 
to establish in 1947 not long after 
her arrival in this country. “Bunny 
was very intelligent, and knew how 
to pose,” he says. “She was very 
easy to work with. Her best quality 
was that she had a lot of good ideas 
for posing. I recommended her to 
many other photographers.” 

Natural Color Publishers’ post¬ 
cards were designed largely to pro¬ 
mote Miami Beach, and Hannau’s 
beautiful shots of Bunny, Bettie 
Page, and other models served their 
purpose wonderfully. “Bettie and 
Bunny were the two best models I 
ever worked with,” he declares. 
However, cheesecake was a very 
small sideline for Hannau, who 
became known as “the father of 
color brochures” due to the promo¬ 
tional brochures he designed for 
many top hotels in Florida, Cape 
Cod, and Long Island. 

An icy chill went down the 
spines of Florida Pin-Up fanciers in 
late 1952 when Bunny announced 
that she was through with cheese¬ 
cake, and would henceforth focus 
entirely on high fashion modeling. 
Immediately after, she had her 
shoulder-length hair shorn down to 
a so-called “chrysanthemum cut.” 
“Another model agency sweet- 
talked me away from the Coronet 
agency, to which I’d been loyal for 
several years. They cut my hair and 
plucked my eyebrows.” 

Happily, this phase would be 
short-lived—thanks in large part to 
a photographer named Roy Pinney. 


THE BUNNY YEAGER STORY 

continues next issue. 
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Top: Elvgren at the world’s first glamour con. Above: Art 
Amsie and Hugh Hefner. Right: Gil Elvgren and his friend, A 
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ELVGREN 


The Norman 
Rockwell 
of Ptn-Up Art 


by Marianne Ohl Phillips 
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Forty years ago, the Pin-Up profession was dominated by three masters. 

George Petty and Alberto Vargas are names that became synonymous with the Pin-Up Art, 
and the third was forgotten to time. Modern audiences have recently rediscoved Gil Elvgren 
and the title “Greatest Pin-Up Artist” is once again in dispute. 


G il Elvgren was one of the 
greatest Pin-Up artists 
ever, and he was also a 
master storyteller; the 
Norman Rockwell of cheesecake. His 
heroines are often caught in humor¬ 
ous but distressing situations that 
cause their skirts to rise and our eyes 
to follow. You can almost hear the 
pounding of masculine hearts as men 
the world over dream of rescuing 
these delightful damsels in distress! 
The audience doesn’t simply observe; 
we become involved...eager to aid, 
comfort, carry, kiss, cuddle, or do 
whatever the problem calls for. That’s 
the true magic of Elvgren! 

Bom March 15, 1914 in St. Paul, 
Minnesota, Gillette A. Elvgren was 
the son of Alex and Goldie Elvgren. 
His father, of Swedish descent, 
owned and operated the Elvgren Paint 
Store in downtown St.Paul. The store 
is still in business; in fact the neon 
sign in front is an exact replica of 
Gil’s signature. 

Gil began illustrating books 
when he was eight years old. 
Unfortunately he was usually pun¬ 
ished for his efforts, as the sketches 
were done in the margins of his 
school books. Whenever he was 
caught, Gil was sent home with notes 
to his parents enclosed in the offend¬ 
ing book. The drawing was usually so 
good that his father, who had a keen 
appreciation for art himself, would 
read the note, gaze long and critically 


Opposite: A typical Elvgren Girl. The work 
is called “1 Must Be Going to Waist. ” 


at the sketch and then write an apolo¬ 
getic letter to Gil’s teacher. The inci¬ 
dent would be forgotten...until the 
next time. 

Gil attended University High 
School, where the handsome young 
man met a winsome young lady 
named Janet Cummins. After gradua¬ 
tion, he began studying architecture 
at the University of Minnesota and 
taking summer classes at the 
Minneapolis Art Institute. The youth¬ 
ful swain soon realized he loved 
painting more than architecture and 
Janet more than bachelorhood. So... 
though they were only nineteen years 
old, the couple eloped, keeping the 
marriage a secret for two months 
before finally confessing. The newly¬ 
weds moved to Chicago where Gil 
became a favored student of Bill 
Mosby’s, an instructor at the 
American Academy of Art. 



In a 1956 FIGURE QUARTER¬ 
LY interview, Mosby, who was Gil’s 
friend as well as his teacher, said 
Elvgren worked harder than anyone 
he had ever seen, taking every course 
that could teach him anything about 
painting. The instructor spoke of 
Gil’s amazing hands which didn’t 
look like an artist’s, saying, “Gil is 
built like a football player, and a pen 
cil is almost buried in that huge paw 
of his, but the touch he has and the 
subtle variations he is capable of can 
only be compared to the sensitive 
skill of a surgeon.” 

Some of Gil’s fellow students 
were Thornton Utz, Coby Whitmore, 
A1 Buell, Andrew Loomis, Ben Stahl, 
and Robert Skemp; many of whom 
would later work for Coca Cola, as 
would Elvgren. The determined artist 
gained for himself the reputation of 
being the most promising student in 
the history of the Academy. They 
even used his paintings in their art 
catalogs. Gil graduated from the 
Academy during the depression at the 
age of twenty-two. Diploma in hand, 
Gil moved back to St. Paul, where he 
opened up his own studio. In an arti¬ 
cle for MODERN MAN (August 
1951) Gil confessed, “I realize now 
that I didn’t know beans about any¬ 
thing.” It didn’t take him long to dis¬ 
cover that his real destiny was back in 
Chicago. He missed the faster pace, 
the friendship of his old school pals, 
and models were more readily avail¬ 
able in the “Windy City.” 

Gil and Janet returned to Illinois, 
and he joined the stable of artists at 
Stevens and Gross, Chicago's most 
prestigious advertising agency. He 
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A? became a protege of the monumental- 
*-■ ly talented Haddon Sundblom, who 
was most famous for his Coca Cola 
Santa paintings. Working with 
Sundblom, Elvgren developed a 
superb flair for creating smash-hit 
illustrations themed around prett\ 
girls noted for their flawless curves 
and perfectly lifelike appearance and 
attitude. 

In 1937, Gil began painting cal¬ 
endar pin-ups for Louis F. Dow. one 
of America's leading publishing com¬ 
panies. These pin-ups are easily rec¬ 
ognizable because they are signed 
with a printed version of Elvgren's 
name, as opposed to his later cursive 
signature. None of the original paint¬ 
ings Gil did for Dow are signed. 

The group of artists at Stevens 
and Gross developed an easy cama¬ 
raderie, often posing for each other's 
illustrations. At 5’10” Gil was a 
favorite because of his masculine, yet 
wholesome features...not to mention 
his fun-loving attitude. Famed illus¬ 
trator A1 Buell laughingly relates a 
tale of Gil’s devil-may-care sense of 
humor. “One hot sunny day, a few of 
us were sitting around the studio 
which was on the top floor of the 
building. It was windy, as is usual in 
Chicago, and I guess we were a little 
bored...any way the outdoors looked 
mighty tempting. Gil was by the open 
window flipping through some of his 
Louis F. Dow sample pin-up prints. 
Suddenly he grinned and began toss¬ 
ing them out the window. We all 
joined in, laughing hysterically as 
people began scrambling to pick them 
up. It was fun to imagine the expres¬ 
sions on their faces as they saw the 
girlie pictures.” 

In 1938, a young man, who lived 
halfway across the country in 
Cambridge, Massachusetts, made a 
discovery that was to change his life. 
At a local bowling alley Art Amsie, 
sixteen years old, bought a pack of 
cigarettes from a machine and 
received a free book of matches. On 
the cover was an Elvgren Louis F. 
Dow pin-up, titled ‘A Peek-a-Knees’. 


VALENTINE DAY . . . 




Left: “Eat your heart out! "seems to be the 
message Pangburn’s was pushing. The 
model is the lovely Myma Hansen. 


with the most beautiful heart of all 
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■?£ Mutoscope cards, to calendars, and 
" finally...to original pin-up paintings. •'* i 


His first original was a Louis F. Dow 
over-paint titled ‘Mary-Go-Round’, 
done by Elvgren. Dow paintings were 
often published first in one format, 
then painted over with different 
clothes and situations. These ‘new’ 
paintings were then republished and 
distributed to an unsuspecting public. 
Accomplished artist Vaughn Bass did 
many of the Elvgren over-paints. 

In the early 1940’s, Elvgren 
returned to the American Academy of 
Art, this time as a teacher. One of his 
top students was the lovely and tal¬ 
ented Joyce Ballantyne. They began a 
life-long friendship. After graduation, 
Joyce followed in her teacher’s foot¬ 
steps and began painting Pin-Up. 



Those matches lit a fire under Art that 
has never been extinguished! 

“The very next day...the minute 
school let out,” he declares, “I rode 
my bicycle to the nearest grocery 
store and bought a large box of plain 
matches. I hurried back to that ciga¬ 
rette machine and every time some¬ 
one bought a pack I’d offer them two 
of my matches for the one they 
received with their cigarettes. Some 
people wouldn’t do it and a few prob¬ 
ably thought I was nuts, but most of 
them traded. I ended up with thirty- 
five Elvgren matchbooks.” 

That was the beginning of a life¬ 
long obsession and over the years Art 
graduated from matchbooks, to 



Quintuplet calendars. (Loomis con¬ 
tinued the series.) Gil’s Brown and 
Bigelow images all contain his cur¬ 
sive signature. 

By this time Gil and Janet had 
been blessed with three children. 
Karen was bom in 1938, Gillette, Jr. 
four years later and Drake, the 
youngest, arrived in 1944. The family 
moved to a large house in Winnetka, 
Illinois, in 1952. Gil remodeled the 
attic, creating a huge studio of his 
own design. Spectacular skylights 
and windows let in lots of northern 
light that was essential to his work. 
He often became carpenter, electri¬ 
cian, prop-man, or photographer in an 
effort to get things done. 
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Comers: Some of Gil's best pin-ups for the 
Louis F. Dow Company. 

Above: During WW II, pin-up packs like 
this were shipped to G.I. 's the world over. 

Around 1944, Gil was 
approached by Brown and Bigelow, a 
firm that still dominates the field in 
producing calendars and advertising 
specialties. They offered him $1000 
per pin-up, which was substantially 
more than Dow was paying him. Gil 
gave Dow the opportunity to match 
the offer, but they declined. Elvgren 
quit and signed on with B&B. Most 
of Gil’s illustrations for this company 
were pin-ups, though it was Elvgren 
who painted the first two Dionne 
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By the terms of Elvgren’s con¬ 
tract with Brown and Bigelow, he 
would turn out eighteen to twenty 
calendar girls each year, ranging from 
cowgirls of the golden west to sultry 
sirens of the Riviera or a vision on a 
surfboard at Waikiki. 

Clair Fry, the former art director 
at B&B, remembers, “Gil had wit, 
not only in his situations having a 
humorous turn, but even more in the 
ingenuity and the inventiveness 
shown in his color schemes, poses, 
gestures, and all that goes into a live¬ 
ly, exciting statement that captures 
universal attention.” 

Fry was more than B&B’s art 
director. He was a successful illustra¬ 
tor who painted, among other sub¬ 
jects, the charmingly comical “hobo¬ 
fishing” calendars published in the 
50’s and 60’s. As a great admirer, he 
spoke enthusiastically of Elvgren’s 
pin-up, “Gil’s work was sincere and 
very honest. The reaction to his paint¬ 
ings was that here is a REAL girl. 
The carefully thought-out gestures 
and expressions were done with such 
mastery that they conveyed the exact 
meaning Gil intended without the 
phony quality which exists in such a 
vast percentage of commercial paint¬ 
ing.” 

Opposite: Gil Elvgren with an early B&B 
painting, circa mid-1940s. 

Below: Myrna Hansen posed for this gener¬ 
ic billboard, circa 1952. 


While his contract with Brown 
and Bigelow prevented him from 
doing calendar girls for any other 
company, it did not keep him from 
pursuing other forms of commercial 
art. Over the years, Elvgren did illus¬ 
trations for numerous companies 
including Ovaltine, General Tire, GE 
Appliance, Schlitz, Orange Crush, 
Coca Cola, Serta Perfect Sleeper, 
Pangburn Chocolate and many more. 
Speaking of commercial illustration, 
Gil remarked, “It’s a great business. 
There’s always plenty of room at the 
top!” 

Around 1950 Elvgren began 
doing billboard art for Schmidt Litho, 
a printing company with bases in 
Chicago and San Francisco. He’d 
paint a gorgeous close-up of a young 
lady’s face, and perhaps her arm 
holding a tray. Schmidt would print 
billboard size reproductions of the art 
and then sell the tray space. 
Companies could have their own 
brand of milk, soft drink or other 
product added to Elvgren’s master 
illustration and placed on billboards. 
Gil did at least sixty of these, often 
using ravishing model Myrna 
Hansen. 

Myrna, a stunning brunette, 
began modeling for Gil in 1951 at the 
tender age of fifteen. Myrna has a 
voice as gentle and inviting as a sum¬ 
mer raip. “Pete Darrow was Mr. 
Elvgren’s assistant at that time and 
he’d help with the poses, the props 



Above: Gil shows this unknown model a 
copy of "Sitting Pretty, " and asks life to 
imitate art. Photo from 1965. 

and the photography. Mr. Elvgren 
would decide on the compo¬ 
sition...Pete adjusted the backdrops 
and the lights. It really took the three 
of us to do a shoot.” 

The delightful Ms. Hansen shares 
some of her Pin-Up predicaments. 
“One time I had to perch high on 
some boxes, with my robe separating 
seductively, and reach out...pretend¬ 
ing to coax a parakeet back into his 
cage. I almost broke my neck when 








Once an idea was approved by 
Brown and Bigelow, Gil would select 
his model. Sometimes this was even 
tougher than coming up with the 
basic idea. “There are a lot of pretty 
girls, but they have to be more than 
that,” Elvgren remarked in the inter¬ 
view with MODERN MAN maga¬ 
zine. “Many times I see a pretty girl 
on the street who at first glance seems 
to have everything. Often I ask her if 
she’d be willing to pose. But the 
minute she opens her mouth I know 
she doesn’t have what I’m looking 
for.” 

Beauty was never a guarantee 
that a model would end up with the 
job. Elvgren looked for models with 
vitality and personality, and chose 
young girls who were new to the 
modeling business. They had fresh¬ 
ness and spontaneity, which they 
somehow lost after gaining experi¬ 
ence and poise. He felt the ideal pin¬ 
up was a fifteen-year-old face on a 
twenty-year-old body, so he com¬ 
bined the two. He preferred high fore¬ 
heads, long necks, eyes set wide 
apart, small ears, pert noses and great 
hair. “The head is very important. But 
especially important to me is vivaci¬ 
ty-being alive. It shouldn’t be faked, 
but be sprightly and genuine. They 
should be full-busted but not 
overblown. Have nice legs and 
hands.” Because all of these attributes 
rarely exist in a single model, Elvgren 
didn’t think twice about altering a 
model’s features or form. “I have cer¬ 
tain concepts which may differ from 
other artists,” Gil explained. 
“Nevertheless nearly any calendar 
artist will lengthen the legs and pinch 
in the waist.” 

Sometimes the most beautiful 
models didn’t photograph well, while 
someone with less potential would 
end up being terrific. Gil concluded, 
“I’d rather work from a model who 
isn’t the most beautiful, girl in the 
world. If she is too beautiful I have 
too much tendency to copy from the 
photograph. But if she has a few 
flaws, I feel freer to make changes.” 

The artist had an effective test 
which he used to aid in determining if 
the potential model had the qualities 
he was after. Gil would simply offer 











time lighting seemed to be everything 
to him. If it wasn’t just right, he 
would cancel the sitting and we’d try 
again the next day. 

“When the lighting was exactly 
as he wanted it Gil would show me 
how to pose, positioning my legs, feet 
arched...very important...hands just 
so, head turned this way or that. He 
always chose one of three expres¬ 
sions...ahhh...0000...or aha! At home 
I sat in front of the mirror for hours 
practicing...after all, I wanted to do a 
good job. 

“Posing was not all glamour, you 
know,” asserts Janet. “It was hard 
work, like sitting on top of a pointed 
dog house, in a most lady-like man¬ 
ner of course...hammer in hand 
putting on the last shingle. All the 
while keeping my stomach in, back 
straight, hands just so...and saying, 
‘Oooo...ahhh...!’” 

Over the years Gil’s models 
included several well-known actress¬ 
es...Lola Albrecht, Myrna Loy, 
Donna Reed, Arlene Dahl, Barbara 
Hale, Kim Novak, and Rosemarie 
Bowe, starlet and wife of Robert 
Stack. 

His model was never portrayed 
as a femme fatale or an adventuress. 
She was, rather, the girl next door 
whose charms are revealed in that 
fleeting instant when she’s been 

Opposite: Harry Ekman clowns with the 
model during the “Puppy Love ” photo 

Below: Genius Genie. In a rare appearance 
on canvas, Gil poses as the slave of the 




Above: Drake Elvgren holds a .38 calibre 
Colt Frontier revolver as his father, Gil 
Elvgren. explains the workings of a 
Borchardt pistol, forerunner of the luger. 

caught unaware in what might be an 
embarrassing situation. Gusting 
winds and playful plants grab at her 
lovely, long legs. She is intruded 
upon as she takes a bath. She slips on 
the ice while skating or falls when 
bowling. Her skirts get caught in ele¬ 
vator doors, hung up on faucets, and 
entangled with dog leashes. The ele¬ 
ments seem to conspire in divesting 
her of her clothing. They may be 
caught in some sexy compromising 
position, but as Elvgren noted, 
“...they don’t look like kept women.” 

He used a Rollei camera to pho¬ 
tograph models for his paintings. Gil 
was very skilled in camera work and 
arranged many of his diverting pin-up 
situations by posing his models in the 
setting he planned to paint them, 
often cutting and pasting the photos 
to create perfection. “Most of my cre¬ 
ative work is in front of the camera. 
I’m wringing wet with sweat by the 
time I get through taking a series of 
photographs with a model. I’m think¬ 
ing of a thousand things at 
once...lights, camera, the model’s 
pose, her attitude, my assignment. So 
it’s no wonder I need a natural, good 
model. The ideal model poses instinc¬ 
tively...sometimes better than the 
artist can pose her.” 


Commenting on his photos, Gil 
said, “Working from photographs is 
funny. Once in a great while you hit 
one which has everything you want, 
but most of the time it’s like life in a 
mannequin factory. A leg here, an 
arm there, a little from this one, 
something else from another, f inally 
you have a picture.” Using his black 
and white glossy photographs as a 
reference, Elvgren would draw a light 
pencil sketch on the canvas, then lay 
on the color, rich and raw, just as it 
came from the tube. He used thinner 
only to keep his brush moist and pli¬ 
ant, giving him a pure color right 
onto the canvas. 

“It was my job, as a kid, to pre¬ 
pare Dad’s palette,” says Drake. “He 
used thirty-two colors which I would 
squeeze out of the tubes onto a glass- 
topped table and sort of mush around 
until they were the consistency of 
mayonnaise. I was happy to do it.” 

“When he painted my father used 
a very large wooden easel which 
became covered with globs and 
smears of paint...foot-rests, an inch 
deep, were worn into the base. He 
used to say, 'There is a little color 
from every pin-up I ever painted on 
this easel.’” 

Below: This pencil study was done for a 
Sylvania TV advertisment. 
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"N.C. Wyeth, as he painted." says, 
well-known contemporary artist and 
Elvgren collector Robert Blue, 
“would move back and forth from his 
painting to get a much better perspec¬ 
tive...over the years he paced a trough 
in his floor. Elvgren solved this prob 
lem by sitting in a wheeled chair, 
rolling himself to and fro. He also 
hung a huge mirror on the wall sever¬ 
al feet behind, enabling himself to 
merely turn and look over his shoul¬ 
der for an overall view.” 

Distinguished portrait painter, 
Bobby Toombs, has recently begun 
painting pin-up again for the first 
time in thirty years. He hasn’t lost his 
marvelous touch. His paintings are 
elegant and sensual, which is to be 
expected since Bobby learned from 
the master of Pin-Up himself! 

“I apprenticed with Gil, in 
Florida, for over four years until I 
started doing Girl Art for Louis F. 
Dow in the early 60’s,” says Bobby, a 
handsome man with a gruff baritone 
voice. “Then I rented my own studio 
a few blocks away. Gil was first and 
last an artist, but he was also a great 
teacher. He taught me more about 
paints and painting and color values 
and techniques in a year than I’d pre¬ 
viously learned in a lifetime. Believe 
it!” 

“In the ‘60s Gil began doing Pin 
Up calendars for NAPA, an auto parts 
corporation,” says Bobby. ‘Those cal¬ 
endars featured more athletic young 
ladies. There were always cars and 
rather busy scenes in the back¬ 
ground...a departure from his usual 
pin-ups. Gil enjoyed painting pretty 
ladies but considered backgrounds 
hard work. He did about a dozen 
NAPA calendars under contract to 
Brown and Bigelow, then, tired of 
doing them, suggested I take over.” 
Clair Fry had seen Bobby’s work, 
which was very Elvgren-like, and 
hired him to paint the last three. 

“Gil was a generous, fun-loving 
guy,” declares Bobby, “but he could 
be very shy. If he noticed a beautiful 


Left: Seein' Double! Model Dayl Rodney 
and the calendar that she posed for. 
“Finders Keepers ” was painted in three 




girl in a restaurant and wanted her to 
pose for him, he wouldn’t approach 
her himself. He’d ask his wife Janet 
to do it.” 

Throughout his life Elvgren was 
known as a dependable and hard¬ 
working artist; but never a dull boy, 
he played hard, too. Drake tells us of 
this carefree side of his father “Dad 
was a very committed, dedicated, and 
of course, extremely talented 
artist...so he couldn’t always give us 
kids as much attention as we would 
have liked. Still we had many good 
times. 

“While working on a painting 
Dad would stay with it until it was 
finished, working night and day for 
days on end. When it was done, he’d 
knock off and we’d go fishing or he’d 
play golf, which he enjoyed tremen¬ 
dously. He wouldn’t touch a paint 
brush for a week or so.” 

During the summer, Gil would 
take a month-long vacation, some¬ 
times going back to Minnesota, to a 
roadless area at the end of Gunflint 


Trail. There he’d fish for lake trout, 
northern, and walleye, or just canoe 
around the lake, like any sportsman. 

Elvgren was an avid gun collec¬ 
tor and shot competition, once win¬ 
ning the title of Florida State 
Champion in the expert class. During 
WWII, Gil conducted firearms cours¬ 
es for members of the Air Patrol, 
Civil Defense, and Coast Guard. He 
later taught classes for the police 
department. 

Drake, who is as crazy about 
guns as his father, says, “Dad taught 
me target shooting. He built a 50-foot 
range in the basement of our home in 
Winnetka, and told us boys that if we 
wanted to shoot we’d have to observe 
strictly all shooting regulations. He 
warned us, ‘If I ever find any bullet 
holes in the woodwork, around the 
doorways or way off target, that will 
be the end of your target practice.’ 
Dad never f<?und any evidence of 
stray bullets.” 

Elvgren had many famous 
friends...such as movie great Harold 


Top: Gil thought "Sweet Dreams” was the 
best pin-up that he ever painted. The 
model's name is long-forgotten. 

Lloyd, considered one of the funniest 
men of the silent screen. Lloyd intro¬ 
duced Elvgren to the art of stereo 
color photography. Gil soon added 
stereo photography to his long list of 
talents and would cheerfully show his 
beautiful collection of slides to any¬ 
one who expressed an interest. 

Drake continues, “In 1966 my 
mother died of cancer. That was an 
extremely sad time for all of us, and 
Dad was devastated. Even after 33 
years he and Mom were still very 
much in love. He painted her several 
times but was never satisfied with the 
finished painting. He felt he wasn’t 
capturing that inner glow or the true 
beauty of my mother. 

“My father was extremely fortu¬ 
nate regarding the women in his life,” 
says Drake. “A few years after Mom 
died he met and fell in love with a 
splendid lady named Marjorie 





Above: Artist Bobby Toombs assisted 
Elvgren during the early 1960s. One of his 
duties was to assist during the photo ses¬ 
sions. Sometimes, the model's mother 
pitched in, too. 

gratitude for all the pleasure his 
paintings had given me, I bought him 
an antique revolver for his gun collec¬ 
tion. It was a rare 1882 nickel-plated 
Smith and Wesson. The gun was mint 
and still in its original box. Gil was 
thrilled, but kept trying to pay me for 
it. I can be just as stubborn as the 
next guy, so I kept shoving the money 
back. Finally we compromised and 
Gil did a charcoal sketch of me in 
exchange. That sketch is my proudest 
possession...he even removed the 


Shuttleworth. Margie, who was and 
still is an absolutely beautiful woman, 
modeled for some of Dad’s later cal¬ 
endar girl paintings.” 

Every artist has their greatest fan, 
and Gil is no exception. He personal¬ 
ly referred to Art Amsie as “The 
King of Pin-Up.” Art, who owns the 
finest collection of original Elvgren 
oils in the world, remembers the first 
time he met Gil. “It was an overcast, 
kind of drizzly day...unusual for 
Florida. As Gil walked out of his stu¬ 
dio to greet me...I stood there 
awestruck...convinced the rain would 
stop, the clouds part and the sun 
would shine down, majestically. It 
should have happened!” 

“Gil and I became great friends,” 
says Mr. Amsie. “As a gesture of 


56 




bags from under my eyes and made 
me look good!” (Please note: Art is a 
handsome man, even without Gil’s 
special talents.) 

Ron Van Gilder is a successful 
wildlife artist and figure painter. In 
the 70’s he painted Pin-Up for 
GALLERY magazine. These realisti¬ 
cally rendered beauties were known 
as “Van Gilder Girls”. He is a dedi¬ 
cated collector of Gil’s work and has 
studied his techniques since 1970 
when he bought his first Elvgren Pin- 
Up painting. “Gil Elvgren was a 
superb draftsman,” says Ron, “which 
is proved by his thorough lay-out 
drawings. He balanced his canvas 
very, very well. No matter what the 
pose, he commanded all of the space, 
positive and negative, on that canvas. 
He never had to use gimmicks or 
other little tricks to spice up his work. 
It is absolutely glowing on its own. 
Elvgren’s paintings withstand the 
closest scrutiny...in fact they invite 
it!” 

“The reason his paintings don’t 
look labored is very simple,” asserts 
Van Gilder. “They aren’t labored. 
Elvgren’s work was fluid. He didn’t 
deny the nature of oil paint so there 
was no battle between his technique, 
his medium, and the subject. Because 
of the marvelous control Elvgren had 
with oils, he could create volume and 
dimension using simple brush 
strokes. He bridged the gap between 
the control all of us would like to 
have and the very workable commer¬ 
cial approach in which he used it. 
Most artists strive a lifetime to bring 
these things together, Elvgren did it 
effortlessly.” 

Robert Blue is best known for his 
vivid Betty Page bondage paintings, 
which portray the irrepressible Ms. 
Page at her playful best. He is now 
doing a new series of Betty Good- 
Girl paintings which promise to be 
even more popular. Speaking of 
Elvgren, Robert remarks, “His talent 
as a trained observer was without 
peers. With a few strokes of purple 
and orange paint he could define a 
beautiful leg. The result is saucy 
innocence and daring curves, cleverly 
combined for maximum effect. 
Elvgren totally mastered the art of oil 


painting. He was the Michelangelo of 
Pin-Up.” 

Joyce Ballantyne adds, “The real 
secret to Gil’s painting was that he 
had his thumb and fingers in it all of 
the time! But seriously, Gil was a sin¬ 
cere, decent, warm, lovable man with 
a phenomenal talent. His paintings 
were relaxed and flowing...they had a 
timeless quality. That’s why they are 
considered masterpieces, even today. 
I loved Gil...we all did.” 

Bill Mosby summed it up best in 
FIGURE QUARTERLY, when he 
reflected, “Aside from his skill and 
ability, Gil is also one of the nicest 
guys in the business. He wears the 
same size hat today that he did before 
anyone had ever heard of Gil 
Elvgren.” 

In the same article, speaking of 
his chosen career, Gil said, “I’m real¬ 
ly a very lucky guy. I enjoy doing my 
paintings...1 think people like to see 
them. I can't think of anything I’d 
rather be doing.” 

Gillette A. Elvgren succumbed to 
cancer February 29, 1980, at the age 
of 65 and is buried in Sarasota 
County, Florida. 



Above: Marjorie Shuttleworth, Gil's sweet 
heart, posed for “Class Dismissed!" 


Below: King Arthur Amsie as rendered by 
the great Gil Elvren. Amsie is the world's 
foremost collector of Elvgren's art, and Gil 
dubbed him “The King of Pin-Up. ” 
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FACE THE FIRE 


fl Robert Henshaiu-Suder Portfolio 

« ■ obert Henshaw-Suder 


R obert Henshaw-Suder 
cuts loose once a year. 
Most of the time he 
can be found around the 
Pittsburgh area photographing 
corporate heads and bank presi¬ 
dents. While this type of work 
pays the bills, it doesn’t feed the 
soul. That’s where his calendar 
work comes in. 

For the last six years Robert 
has produced the FACE OF FIRE 
calendar series as a business side¬ 
line. Fortune smiled on him when 
PEOPLE magazine did a feature 
on him in 1989, and the exposure 
helped make it an instant sell-out. 

“Each year business gets a 
little better,” Robert remarks, 
“and my hope is that I can shift 
my workload to do more Pin-Up 
photography.” 

Enjoy these shots from his 
award-winning calendar series, 
and discover for yourself a new 
master of Pin-Up photography! 











































































































































































































Sexual Scientist 

SKIN MAGAZINES: 

My Guides to 
the Underworld 



by Greg Theakston 

S omeday I’ll have all of the 
girlie books that I want!” I 
cursed. My older brother never 
heard my vow. He was peeling 
down the street on his bike, and even 
though my “little yellow book” was 
clenched between his teeth, he laughed 
maniacally. That was the last time I 
ever saw my first skin magazine. 

I was one pissed nine-year-old, but 
what could I do? Go to my folks? Call 
the cops? Nope. I was powerless to get 
my property back because I wasn’t sup¬ 
posed to have it in the first place. 

I discovered my first men’s maga¬ 
zine in the spring of 1962 while cutting 
through an alley, on my way to school. 
It was in a dumpster behind a small 
grocery store, among some rotting veg¬ 
etables. I was (and still am) a member 
of the League of Garbage-Pickers, and 
though I usually avoided organic trash, 
the flash of yellow had caught my eye. 
The book was 5 l/2”x8 1/2”, and 
showed a picture of a topless woman 
on the cover. I was shocked. It was the 
first pair of breasts that I had ever seen, 
other than my mother’s, and the sight 
of it made my young blood race. 
Surprisingly, the book was clean, and I 
fished it out of the dumpster immedi¬ 
ately. 

The cover featured the model’s 
name, and the interior consisted of pic¬ 
tures of this blonde lounging around the 
house in various states of undress. 
Trembling, I quickly checked it out, 
page by page. It was an unforgettable 
rush of excitement and, strange as it 
sounds, I had a difficult time looking 
the printed model in the eyes. Fear of 
my being discovered with this dirty 
book, and the rush caused by viewing 
the photos was almost unbearable. 
Even though I knew it was only paper 
and ink, I was completely absorbed by 
the experience. Even the shots where 
the model was looking away caused 
this feeling of embarrassment. I half 
expected her to look up and see me 
peeking at her, thinking me a naughty 


boy. The only image that I was com¬ 
fortable looking at was a picture of the 
woman “asleep” on a sofa, and this 
non-threatening image immediately 
became my favorite. If I was quiet and 
didn’t disturb her, I could finally get to 
study a nude woman. I knew that as far 
as the adults were concerned, looking 
at this book was wrong, but the male 
inside of me felt initiated. While I 
didn’t understand any of the mechanics 
of sex, my body and brain still respond¬ 
ed, and my whole being shouted an 
unanimous “YES!” 

It was the first time I suspected 
that people were lying to me about sex. 

Taking the book to school was far 
too dangerous, and I stashed it in one of 
the dozens of great hiding places near 
the store. All day long I worried that 
someone might stumble upon it, but it 
was still there seven hours later. Rather 
than risk taking it into the house, I 
stashed it in our warehouse of a two-car 
garage. A couple of days later, I was 
showing it to my goofy friend Alan, 
and as we exited the garage, my older 
brother Pat entered the yard. Alan 
gulped, and immediately proclaimed 
that we weren’t doing anything wrong. 
That immediately tipped off Pat that we 
were doing something wrong and he 
bolted into the dark garage and began 
to rummage around the junk stored 
there. No dice. “I don’t know what you 
guys were up to, but I’m gonna find 
out!” Pat remarked with a smirk. He 
was six years older that I was and hated 
it when I got the better of him. Later, I 
decided that it might be better if Alan 
took the “yellow book” home for a 
while, until things cooled off and I 
could decide what to do. Next day, 
Alan came tearing into our backyard in 
a sweat. “I think my brother knows 
something is wrong!” he shouted, as he 
pulled the yellow book from his jacket 
and shoved it into my hands. Pat heard 
the commotion and bolted out of the 
back door, heading toward me. He had 
the physical advantage, and he wrestled 
the mag from my hands in a moment. 
Then he hopped on his bike and took 


off down the street. That was the last 
time I ever saw my first men’s maga¬ 
zine and the moment I made my vow. 

A year or two later, Murphy and 
his family moved in next door. He was 
my age, and we immediately became 
best friends. About six months after, 
early in March, Murphy phoned me. 
There was a strange urgency in his 
voice. “Get over here right away! I’ve 
found something!” I hung up and bolt 
ed across the yard without even putting 
a jacket on. He ushered me through the 
house and into his father’s music study, 
and then he knelt in front of the blond 
wood bookcase. I knelt down, too. 
“Everybody is gone until six o’clock. I 
was snooping around and decided to 
open this drawer.” He pointed to the 
bottom drawer of a set that had been 
built into the bookcase. “This is the 
drawer that must never be opened.” he 
proclaimed, and with a dramatic ges¬ 
ture, he pulled on the handle. My eyes 
popped out of my head as a stack of 
skin magazines a foot deep came into 
view. 

It might have been the chilled air 
of the den, or it might have been the 
idea that we were breaking a taboo, but 
whatever it was, I began to shiver. 
We’d opened the drawer that must 
never be opened, and peering into that 
Pandora’s box was my next rite of pas¬ 
sage. 

Murph’s dad had very good taste 
when it came to girlie books. He had a 
selection of everything from PLAY¬ 
BOY to nudist magazines, and a smat 
tering of men’s magazines that had 
been published over the preceding five 
years. Murph wouldn’t allow me to 
touch them, and I was satisfied to let 
him turn the pages. We were careful 
not to get them out of order, for fear of 
discovery. One at a time we quickly 
leafed through the mags, and saw hun¬ 
dreds of nude women in a single sit¬ 
ting: a crash course in femininity. 
Inside some of the cheaper magazines 
we found women who were scary, 
decked out in strange outfits, sporting 
heavy make-up and weird hairstyles. I 
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distinctly remember Honey Bee, and 
how Murph and I agreed that she 
looked hard. Time has not changed that 
perception. Some of the ladies were 
very appealing. That’s the first time I 
ever saw a picture of Betty Page, top 
Pin-Up queen of all time. 

I returned to my home a happy 
boy. I must have looked like the cat 
that swallowed the canary: I had a new 
source of nude images of women, and 
this time in full color! (Somehow, an 
important thing to me in 1962.) Even 
better, I had a “dirty” little secret. Pat 
spotted it immediately and snorted, 
“You’re up to something.” Ha! 
Something was up all right. 

It confused me that Murphy’s fam¬ 
ily was Catholic, and that his dad own¬ 
ing skin mags was considered a sin by 
their religion. A strike against him, in 
God’s eyes. My family wasn’t particu¬ 
larly religious, but that didn’t stop me 
from wondering if a cosmic being was 
looking over my shoulder, shaking its 
head as I scanned copies of DUDE or 
SIR!. Murph warned me not to say 
anything bad about his father for hav¬ 
ing those mags. Not to worry. I secretly 
wished that my father was hip enough 
to buy and stash PLAYBOY. 

Eventually, all of the guys in our 
small group of friends got to view these 
forbidden treasures. We even inducted 
a few of the girls that we were hanging 
out with. I remember that most of our 
group claimed to like the cartoons in 
PLAYBOY the best, but I never made 
any bones about liking the photos. I 
think that a few of them resented the 
fact that I had the nerve to come right 
out and say so. 

Occasionally, the adults would dis¬ 
cuss girlie books in a most unflattering 
way. Words that dripped with disdain 
and condemnation of the men who read 
them. My adolescent brain wondered 
why pictures of naked women set these 
people off. I liked skin books, but as a 
child I wasn't allowed to say so. I 
wasn’t even allowed to admit that I’d 
seen a few dozen of them. “Dirty 
books” were clearly for bad people, but 


I enjoyed them, so I must be bad too. 
But I knew that I wasn’t bad. 
Something was amiss. 

One mag at a time, my girlie book 
collection developed into a library of 
‘filth.’ I hid them in the attic, and this 
time my brother didn’t find them. One 
terrific score occurred because I forgot 
my schoolbooks and loose-leaf. 

I was a safety-guard two blocks 
from the Ella Fitzgerald Elementary 
School (True! Built in 1939, it was ded¬ 
icated to the great singer. I went to 
school there with Stevie Wonder.), sta¬ 
tioned in front of an old Phillips 76 gas 
station. As the last kids passed me, I 
headed for home, but I had accidentally 
left my schoolwork at the base of their 
sign. The next morning I was in a panic 
because I didn’t know where it was, 
and I was depressed all day. Shortly 
after I arrived at my comer, a guy from 
the gas station called me over and told 
me my loose-leaf was on his counter. 
Back on the corner, I was stunned to 
discover three hot skin mags tucked 
inside. A gift from the big boys had 
turned defeat into victory. 

It was dangerous for a kid to col¬ 
lect girlie books. If you were caught by 
your parents,’ it was certain humiliation 
for the rest of yo.ur life (or until you 
moved out). This was SMUT that I was 
collecting, and it was dangerous to the 



max. I remember watching a local talk 
show that was covering pornography. 
Law enforcement agents were talking 
about a big crack-down on the stuff, 
and how arrests would follow. It made 
me feel as though I was sitting on a keg 
of gunpowder, ready to blow my ass to 
Hell or Juvenile Hall. 

“Mrs. Theakston, a routine check 
of the rafters in your attic turned up 
these smut books. This looks very bad 
for your son Greg. I’m afraid he’s 
under arrest and will have to come 
down to the police station with us.” 
This image of the cops, with my dirty 
books rolled up in their hands, played 
on the flip-side of my kids’ lids more 
than once. 

I didn’t give a damn. 

Even though I hadn’t learned how 
to masturbate yet, these books had a 
value to me. As real property, it was 
about 25% of everything I really 
owned, less my clothes, which, I rea¬ 
soned, my parents really owned. More 
than that, they were the equivalent of 
black market goods. Hard to come by 
and a status symbol of the pre-pubes- 
cent. I got lots of schoolyard admira¬ 
tion from the other nine-year-olds 
because of my collection. “Yes, I have 
the PLAYBOY with Jayne Mansfield 
naked,” was a casual remark that 
always impressed them. Kids frequent¬ 
ly offered to buy my stock, but you 
might as well ask to buy my issues of 
FAMOUS MONSTERS. That kind of 
stuff only came in: it never went out. 

Most of all, I wanted my girlie 
books because I liked the nudes. My 
tastes may have been juvenile, but they 
were developed juvenile tastes, and I 
knew a good shot from a stinker before 
I was ten. Viewing the good ones was 
pleasantly arousing, and always a 
reward in itself: Mother Nature shifting 
my nine-year old brain and body into a 
state of overdrive. The sexual connec¬ 
tion I felt for these paper dolls was real, 
but undefined. I wasn’t lusting after the 
women with intercourse and ejaculation 
as my goal. In some mysterious way, 
physical contact was certainly part of 
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the desired experience, but the love and 
affection aspect balanced it and were 
more tangible rewards. What would I 
do if I could get my hands on a breast 
or two? I didn’t know how to use them 
yet, or that women might derive plea¬ 
sure from them. For the time being, I 
was a junior scout, and my handbooks 
were limited, but I knew I’d get better 
ones, handbooks that contained more 
sexual secrets. 

I don’t remember why, but when 
my family moved out of Detroit in 
1967, I left my magazines behind. A 
few months later, I returned to the 
neighborhood to discover that the fami¬ 
ly that had moved into our house had a 
kid about twelve years old. I saw him 
come out of the yard on his bike. I 
called him over and told him I’d lived 
there before him, and we talked for a 
while. When I decided he was okay, I 
offered him a rite of initiation: told him 
where to find some hidden treasure. 
Smiling ear to ear, he made a bee-line 
back into the house, and I never saw 
him or my first dirty book collection 
again. It didn’t matter, I was ready for 
hotter material. 

I discovered adult paperbacks 
shortly after we moved to the suburbs. 
Uncle Bill was divorcing his wife and 
had stored a bunch of his stuff at our 
house, including a couple of dirty 
paperbacks. One was called THE 
SEXY SOLUTION and the other was 
POORBOY AT A PARTY, and they 
delivered the type of detail no men’s 
magazine ever had or could. For the 
first time, sex was completely 
explained. Lots of what I knew came 
from my friends, but most of the time 
they were only guessing: passing off 
word-of-mouth sexual information as 
autobiographical experience. Liar, liar, 
pants on fire. 

POORBOY and SEXY SOLU¬ 
TION were the best teachers I’d had to 
that point, and sex was finally laid out 
in detail. What goes where, and what 
each thing does, and the expected 
results of each maneuver. As I read 
through every trashy passage, I 


thought, “Yes, I could do this.” or 
“That makes sense.” and “This con¬ 
firms my suspicion!” 

My paperback collection expanded 
slowly, mainly because there were so 
few good hiding spots in the new 
house, and even though Pat was in Viet 
Nam, my younger brothers. Bob and 
Bill (the twins) and Jim continued to be 
a threat to my goods. It was about this 
time that I figured out a great way to 
expand my sexual reading without dan¬ 
ger or cost. 

Repeated reading of the best sec¬ 
tions of POORBOY and SOLUTION 
had caused the bindings to separate 
slightly, and if your held one loosely in 
your hand, the book would fan into sev¬ 
eral sections. The “good parts” were 
found at these natural bookmarks. With 
this technique in mind, I’d go to the 
used bookstores in the area and scan 
the racks. Out of view of the clerk. I’d 
locate a racy looking title and let itself 
open to the “good parts,” quickly con¬ 
sume them, and move on another book. 
I read hundreds of sex scenes out of 
numerous paperback books this way. 
Later that afternoon, or night. I’d fanta¬ 
size the scenes substituting the lead 
characters with myself and my junior- 
high-school crush of the moment. 

Below: The author in 1965. 



By 1968, my other passion was 
Marvel Comics, and I’d scoured the 
downtown stores for back issues for 
five years. I got to know many of the 
owners, and one afternoon when I was 
fifteen, Ron of Ron’s Books left me in 
charge of the store. Ron owned a one 
room place that was twelve feet square, 
and he reminded me of one of the 
Bowery Boys who’d fallen on hard 
times; usually in a suit, but the collar 
on his shirt was always dirty. He 
thought of himself as a smoothie, but 
he was really just a loser with a good 
heart. I was flattered that he trusted me 
to guard a few bucks that was in the till. 
“I got a big deal goin' tru, you gotta 
keep an eye on da place!” he 
announced as he headed out the door. 
The moment he was out of sight, I 
reached down and opened one of the 
drawers under the glass showcase. 

Once in a while a customer would 
come in to Ron’s Bookstore and ask for 
hardcore. Ron would send me to anoth¬ 
er part of his store until the customer 
decided what he wanted, made his pur¬ 
chase, and the book was bagged and 
taped. I knew where Ron kept the smut, 
and even though I hadn’t heard about 
anybody getting busted for selling the 
stuff, it was still discreetly hidden 
“under the counter”. 

The second Ron was out the door, 
I was into the fuck books. Opening the 
drawer that must never be opened was 
getting to be a habit. For the most part, 
the drawer contained nudist magazines, 
8mm loops, and European pornography 
printed in full color. For the next ten or 
fifteen minutes I nervously thumbed 
through my first batch of hardcore. 
Everything looked just as I had pictured 
it in my mind, but so much more. This 
concluded my studies in dirty books. 
I’d graduated from junior high school 
that summer, and now I’d graduated 
from tittie books to hardcore. 

“Get outta da doity books!” Ron 
growled, as he came through the door. 
I’d finally been caught red-handed. 
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Louis K. Meisel Gallery 

The World's Leading Fine Art Dealer 
in Original Artwork of the 

Vintage Pinup Artists 

Wants to Buy Every Pinup Painting in the World 

By: 

Peter Driben 
Harry Ekman 

Gil Elvgren 

Art Frahm 
Pearl Frush 
William Medcalf 
and Others 

Send photographs, sizes, condition reports, AND prices. 

(oil paintings, pastels, watercolors, drawings) 


Rolf Armstrong 
Joyce Ballantyne 
Vaughan Bass 
A1 Buell 
D'Ancona 
Billy DeVorss 


Earl Moran 
Zoe Mozert 
George Petty 
Edward Runci 
Alberto Vargas 
Fritz Willis 


We look forward to assisting the most serious collectors 
of this genre in their efforts to assemble their specific 
collections. 


Louis K. Meisel Gallery 

141 Prince S treet • New York • 10012 


s 212 6 77 1340 • fax 212 533 7340 




BUNNY YEAGER 

Pin-Up Photography 


presenting 



KfJ IT* 

i 
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BETTIE PAGE 
1954 


BETTIE PAGE AND 
BUNNY YEAGER 
1954 


BUNNY YEAGER 
1964 


These classic images by the Queen of Cheesecake Photography 
are now available as large Pin-Up posters! 


It’s your chance to own some of Bunny 
Yeager’s all-time classic Cheese-cake. Until 
now, these shots have only been available 
from Yeager as photo-prints, and would cost 
you hundreds of dollars. In an effort to pro¬ 
duce her work in a more affordable format, 
Bunny has produced three of her pho¬ 
tographs as poster prints. Add some glam¬ 
our to your surroundings with Bunny’s cur- 
vatious creations! 


16”X20” lithographs 


(Florida residents add .65 sales tax) 

$4.00 shipped in tube by priority 2-day mail 
(same postage for one to three posters) 

Send check or Money Order payable to 

BUNNY YEAGER 

9301 N.E. 6th Ave. (#C-311) 
Miami, Florida 33138 
































PALM READER II 

Adult trading cards are the latest twist on the great tradition of card collecting. 
Dozens of varieties are available, from pocket-size art shows to photo portfolios of 
America’s most beautiful dancers. It’s a pasteboard trip to Paradise for pocket change! 


Card reviews by Theakston 

T ime was, most collector’s 
cards featured pictures of 
America’s healthiest males. 
Nowadays you’ll find 
America’s healthiest females, too. 
Adult-oriented trading cards are the 
newest addition to the old tradition 
of “Collect ‘em all!” 

Over the past couple of years, 
sport and non-sport card collecting 
has exploded as a hot new hobby. 
Now it’s not just professional sports 
stars, it’s everything from old-fash¬ 
ioned monster cards to the latest 
rock stars. Hundreds of kinds are 
available, and with numbers like 
that, it’s a good bet you’ll find 
something that you’ll like. 
Established giants and upstart new¬ 
comers are battling it out for a 
chunk of the market, and since 
nothing sells like sex. a whole new- 



“Worlh hooking up with" 


product has been invented: Adult 
Trading Cards. 

It’s doubtful that you’ll see 
many adults “trading” these cards. 
Customers will either buy a few, 
just to see what they look like, or 
they’ll buy a whole pre-sorted set. 
Too bad, because part of the joy of 
collecting is the social ritual that 
goes with trading items with a 
member of another tribe. 

Also missing is the stick of gum 
that was a standard ingredient for 
decades. Originally, this pink ticket 
to Sugar-Charge City was the only 
reason for the purchase. The cards 
were the premium that they offered 
to get you to kick for the chicle. 
Today’s collectors complain that it 
damages the cards, so it’s been 
removed. One-time candy compa¬ 
nies, are now card houses. The 
pasteboards may be in better shape 
for the removal of the gum, but 
what a loss. The sweet taste and 
rich smell were the soundtrack that 
always backed up the pictures. 

On the other hand, the cards 
have never been better. Top illustra¬ 
tors are contributing their talents to 
what was once considered “low-art” 
and, in the process, reshaping the 
idea of what a “gum-card” artist is. 
These complete sets are extensive 
portfolios of art plates: mini-mas¬ 
terpieces that you literally consume 
a handful at a time. The casual col¬ 
lector probably wouldn’t track 
down 50 Vargas pin-ups, or pay the 

This page: 21st Century offers a limited 
five- card set featuring George Petty's work 
for Old Gold cigarettes. 


huge price to own them. The Vargas 
deck cuts the detective/dollar equa¬ 
tion out of the picture. Now, anyone 
can own ninety pieces of art by Gil 
Elvgren for $15. Not bad when you 
consider the only way that you 
could duplicate the package was by 
purchasing the Elvgren playing card 
deck. A sealed box currently com¬ 
mands $200! 

Card collecting is a great way 
to enjoy beautiful images of the 
things that you like best. TEASE! 
is pleased to offer you this overview 
of what’s currently available. It 
gives a whole new meaning to the 
term Palm Reading. 
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TITLE 

# IN SET SURFACE FRONT DESIGN 

BACK DESIGN 

IMAGES 

TEXT 

ACES AND BUM DEALS 

J- PIN-1 IP CIRI S 

1/8” white border on sides, 

Enlargement of the girl’s faces, 
sometimes in full color, sometimes 

Nberto Vargas' greatest ESQUIRE centerfolds in full 
color. Full figures are beautifully reproduced. 

Background notes on Vargas and 
the paintings. Weil-written and 

50 “Prizm” cards. Card backs feature sketches, 
variations, and details of the art on the front. 




BY VARGAS V.2 


MISS HAWAIIAN 
TROPIC INT’L 


The contestant’s resume nc 


? in set 
10 in pack 


Who are these women? What is this contest? 
Who won? Why should we care about any of it? 
This pointless deck is a waste of money 


. 4 '* HOT SHOTS 

ItM DARE TO BARE 

144 in set 

10 in pack 

Varnished 

1/16” border with a distract¬ 
ing airbrushed ripple pattern 
between the edge and the 
photograph. 

2/3 of the backs are close-ups of 
the models, and 1/3 is mostly the 
logo, puzzle pieces, or just the logo. 

Explicit photography of beautiful women. Backgrounds 
nave been reduced to black & white, white girls are full 
color. Good photography. 

None to speak of. 

These scratch-off trading cards are great fun! 

You remove her bra and panties to reveal an j 

explicit nude. Get a naughty thrill! 

IrflJ ART OF 

■■■ CURVES 

100 in set 

9 in pack 

Plastic fronts. 
Varnished 

1/8" white borders 

Puzzle pieces 

lustrations of women by Todd Borenstein in various 
styles from realistic paintings to line art with flat color 

None 

The least-impressive art cards I've seen A pile 1 

of paintings and drawings badly translated from I 

photos does not a set make. Avoid. 


GEORGE PETTY 
THE PETTY GIRL 


DOUBLE VISION 
TRADING CARDS 



Plastic fronts. 

1/8” white border and cap- 

Text over a pale close-up of a Petty 

Gorgeous reproductions of Petty’s pin-ups and single- 

Informative text about Petty's 

50 in set 

girl. Set title is vertical in right and 

panel cartoons for ESQUIRE magazine. 

work, as well as quotes from 

8 in pack 

Varnished 


left margins. Beautiful design! 


ESQUIRE. 


Varnished 


A photo of a 
borders 


le model's name and vital statis- 
:s. What appears to be two copies 
a single photo See note at end 


Since nobody's published a book on Petty, this is 
the only place to get lots of examples of his ar 1 


Mediocre photography does little to improve a 
very average-looking group of pretty ladies. 
Incredibly, this is a 3-D set without a viewer or 
Instructions Is to how to get the 3-D effect! 


S' 

PENTHOUSE 
COLLECTORS SERIES 

100 in set 

10 in pack 

Plastic fronts 
and backs. 

1/8” borders sides and top, 

1/4" at the bottom. PENT¬ 
HOUSE series logo, plus 
photo. 

Same as front, but with 3/8” border 
on back. Attractive and simple. 

Tie world's most beautiful women as photographed by 

Dp photographers. Topless shots are as daring as this set 
gets. 

Model's stats, including the issue 
she appeared in. 

A first-class set with a bonus card that is really a 
three-panel foldout. Each set offers one of these 
mini-centerfolds! Terrific idea! Terrific set! 


1 

| MAMIE VAN DOREN 

36 cards 
in sets only 

No plastic 
or varnish. 

1/8” white borders. Still pho¬ 
tos of Van Doren 

Simple, but elegant text boxes, 
including the product logo. 

Slots from Van Doren's racy roles, including candids and 
sexy publicity shots. 

John Wooley offers insightful tid¬ 
bits about Mamie’s Hollywood 
acting and off-camera antics. 

Great content overcomes the lack of frills in this 
black & white card set. For the most part, the 
reproduction is excellent. A must-have item for I 
Mamie fans. From Kitchen Sink 



1 BIZARRE 

DETECTIVE 

36 cards 
in sets only 

No plastic 
or varnish. 

1/8” white border. 

Text in a pin-line box. 

~jtl color reproductions of digest covers from the 1950s 
maturing our favorite females, including movie stars, glam¬ 
our girts, and Pin-Up queens. 

Informative mini-bios from Max 

Allan Coliins. Fascinating notes 
on the ladies adds value to this 

Cheesecake fans will appreciate this terrific col¬ 
lection of digest covers. The set is from Kitchen 
Sink, and is highly recommended. 

IS 


DIGEST DOLLS 


36 cards 
in sets only 


1/8” white border. 


Seme of the wildest pulp covers ever printed Great art¬ 
work from the 1930s and '40s. Women in weird situations 
ry the top artists of the period 


Quotes from the pulp stories am 
great notes from authonty Bill 
Blackbeard 


Another highly recommended product from 
Kitchen Sink. Fantastic images for a fraction of 
the cost of the originals 



Foil fronts. 
Varnished 

Olivia’s paintings silhouetted 

Decorative text box, notes and full 

tes. it’s a gimmick, but they’re still a lot of fun to look e 

it. Brief note 

s on the artist and her < 

72 in set 

on decorative foil. 

color artwork. 


work. 


7 in pack 

backs. 







OLIVIA II 
PRISM CARDS 


OLIVIA 90 in set Plastic on 

COLLECTOR’S CARDS 1 o in pack both sides 


»s-than-quality repro- 


Comic Images cranked this one out without the 
attention it demanded; as a result, Olivia's artwork 
suffers. Our pack also had problems with the var¬ 
nish not being printed evenly Disappointing 


HUSTLER III 


? in set 
10 in pack 


Varnished 

Uncoated 


Full color photo of HUSTLER 
girls, 1/8” marble borders. 
Logo displayed. 


More HUSTLER honeys from the recent past. This sel 
:: mpletes the centerfold girls, bringing us up to date. 
Beautiful women In explicit poses. Top photography. 


No matter what you think of Flynt or HUSTLER, 
these are some of the most knock-down-beauti- 
fut women in the world. 


FACE THE FIRE 


54 in 
sets only 


Firefighting scenes featuring beautiful ladies, millions of 
dollars worth of equipment, and plenty of smoke and 


High-quality card stock and great photography 
make for an appealing set The theme is unusu¬ 
al and gives this set added interest 


UJENA 

SWIMWEAR ILLUST. 

90 in set 

10 in pack 


Photographs presented with 

Garish background in aqua color. 
Color photo taken from front. 

Beautiful shots of beautiful girls in Ujena swimwear. Notes and quotes from the mod- 

BAD 

GIRLS 

100 in set 

10 in pack 

Plastic fronts 
and backs. 

Photos presented without 
borders, small logo in upper 

Red and black design featuring a 
second photo of the model in color 
Good design 

Explicit shots of beautiful women. Good color photography Sexually explicit text is fiction 

masquerading as quotes from the 
women. 


Beautiful production, but basically pointless. 
Save your money and send for their catalog 
instead. 
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TAKE THE MYSTERY 
OUT OF ORDERING 
ADULT CARDS BY MAIL 

INTRODUCING THE IMAGE 2000 ADULT CARD 

VIDEO CATALOG 

• Full-color, Hi-Fi, VHS video for adult collectors (must be 21) 

• View over 140 Adult Trading Cord Products from 20+ Manufacturers 

• Exclusive Adult Promo Card Set included inside each video box 

• Video accompanied by a complementary $5.00 gift certificate 

• See behind-the-scenes video clips from some of the photoshoots 

• Hosted by beautiful spokesmodel Michelle Lee Ann 

• Also showcases hot posters, sexy phone cards, videos, and more! 

For your copy, please send your address, signature of age, and $4.95 to cover shipping and handling to: 
Attn: Rachel Frost • IMAGE 2000 • 4815 W. Braker Ln., Ste 502-166 • Austin, TX 78759 


TRADING CARDS • PHONE CARDS • POSTERS • CALENDARS • VIDEOS 



ATTENTION EXPLOITATION 
MAGAZINE FANS: 


Coming In November From 
Shake Books 

“The Illustrated Price 
Guide To Cult Magazines, 
1945 - 1969 ” 

160 Pages; 450 photos. 

Only 14.95 + 2.00 Postage 

Look for it at your favorite bookstore, or write 
to Shake for information. 


Shake Books — 449 12th St. 
B’klyn, NY — 11215 
718-499-6941 


Y<our source .for 
vintage erotica: V lp f 



•Nudist magazines, 1940s 
thru ’60s 

•Parliaments and other adult 
mags, 1950s-‘70s 
•Men’s magazines, 1940s thru 
’80s 

•Hundreds of noted models 
and starlets 

•GGA-Driben, Elvgren, 
Ward, others 
•Adult Paperbacks 
•Humoramas 
•Calendars & novelties 

Send $2 for illustrated catalog 
listing over 1000 items 

ABBOT 

P.O. Box 82, Palmyra, NJ 08065 

(18 or older, please) 
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A scrapbook of thirty years 
worth of memories from the 
legendary detective writer, 
Mickey Spillane. 


by Max Allan Collins 
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Above: Spillane's contempt for director and 
screenwriter of /, THE JURY, Harry Essex 
is obvious. Margaret Sheridan (the sole 
woman in THE THING) doesn’t want to get 
in the middle of it. 

Left: Spillane's disenchantment with Victor 
Savill's choice of actors led Mickey to write 
and shoot his own (now lost) Mike Hammer 
short as a screen test for his choice as 
Hammer, his cop friend Jack Stang. The 
“doll" is Betty Ackerman, later seen as a 
regular on BEN CASEY. 

Below: Victor Saville’s choice for Hammer 
in /, THE JURY was Biff Eliot. He’s seem 
here with Margaret Sheridan. 



T oday Mickey Spillane 
enjoys a deserved status as 
the ’’Grand Old Man” of 
mystery fiction. Spanning 
six decades, Spillane’s hard-boiled 
crime and detective fiction has 
enjoyed worldwide popularity 
despite the fact that his output has 
been far less than that of such other 
enduring superstars of mystery as 
Agatha Christie and Erie Stanley 
Gardner. 

Like Hammett and Chandler, 
Spillane has built a reputation on a 
handful of novels; his most recent, 
THE KILLING MAN (1989), was 
the first Mike Hammer fiction in 
twenty years. 

Spillane’s continuing popularity 
is due to more than the hypnotic 
readability of his fiction. His canny 
manipulation of himself as a media 
figure (notably his long-running, 
award-winning commercials for 
Miller Lite beer), and notable suc¬ 
cess in licensing Mike Hammer to 
radio, movies, comics, recordings, 
and television have also kept him in 
the public eye. As of this writing, a 
Hammer variant, MIKE DANGER 
(on which I’m collaborating on with 
“The Mick”), is in the works as a 
comic book for Big Entertainment. 
A new Hammer TV movie is cur¬ 
rently shooting in Florida. 

While Spillane and Hammer 
remain household names, and 
together constitute a notable pres¬ 
ence on the current pop culture 
scene, it’s nonetheless difficult to 
explain the 1950s phenomenon that 
Spillane was to anyone born after 
the 1960s. Spillane was to popular 
fiction what Elvis was to pop 
music: exciting, threatening, innov¬ 
ative, and sexually charged. 

Like Rock ‘n’ Roll, Spillane’s 
sexy, violent fiction (his first novel, 
I, THE JURY was published in 
1947) was as reviled as it was popu¬ 
lar, blamed for the rise in juvenile 
delinquency, and the lowering of 
artistic standards in popular fiction. 


condemned by intellectuals 
(Malcolm Cowley), prominent 
reviewers (Anthony Boucher), and 
media psychologists (Dr. Fredric 
Wertham). 

Spillane may not have been 
responsible for the decline of 
Western Civilization, but he did do 
much more than just write enter¬ 
taining books starring an avenging, 
slightly randy hero encountering 
sadistic villains and complaint 
“dames”; he paved a pop-cultural 
path for every tough guy who fol¬ 
lowed, from Dirty Harry to Billy 
Jack, from Peter Gunn to James 
Bond, from Mack Bolan’s 
Executioner (and Marvel’s 
Punisher) to Spenser’s pal Hawk. 
All of them are threading a path 
forged by Spillane’s hard-hitting, 
hard-loving tough guy. 

Before Mike Hammer, private 
eyes did not regularly go to bed 
with their lady loves; nor did heroes 
routinely “execute” the bad guy at 
the end of the story, let alone the 
bad girl. 

While voluptuous Lee Meredith 
delightfully, spoofily portrayed The 
Mick’s definitive “doll” in the 
famous Miller Lite commercials, 
she was hardly the first Spillane 
doll to gain notice. After producer 
Victor Saville bought the rights to a 
number of Spillane’s novels in the 
early ’50s, the films that followed 
were overflowing with pulchritude. 

Though these movies were (rel¬ 
ative) box-office disappointments, 
the starlets who appeared in them 
were prominently featured in peri¬ 
odicals of the time, particularly 
men’s magazines. Today, such films 
as I, THE JURY (1953) and espe¬ 
cially director Robert Aldrich’s 
KISS ME DEADLY( 1955) are 
viewed as prime examples of film 
noir. At the time, it was a surprise 
that Spillane’s bookstore/newsstand 
sales figures didn’t translate into 
“boffo” box-office. 

Part of the reason was the 
watering down of both the sex and 
violence that made Spillane’s nov¬ 
els both popular and controversial; 
the famous “strip-tease” ending of 



Above: Spillane enjoys a beer with Peggy Castle (Charlotte Manning in l, THE JURY) and 
Biff Eliot,' whose contract to play Hammer in all of producer Victor Savilte’s Spillane films 
evaporated after Eliot's lukewarm reception. 

Below': Pam Duncan as Hammer’s faithful secretary Velda in MY GUN IS QUICK. 




Left: Friday (Marian Carr) seems not alto¬ 
gether interested with the advances of Mike 
Hammer (Ralph Meeker), but Hammer's 
methods never fail! The still is from KISS 
ME DEADLY. 

Below left: The cover to the best-selling 
novel. 

Below: Robert Bray in MY GUN IS QUICK 
(1957). Bray was a good actor, but over¬ 
does it as Hammer. He went on to appear m 
a starring role as the forest ranger in the 
LASSIE TV show from 1964 through 1969 



, THE Ji m . --r e. was 
barely hi: rreen. 

Another difficulty was finding an 

actor who _ tisfy 

the mental image rf MiLe Hammer 
formed b> the 'ejje-' • books: 
Spillane never described the charac¬ 
ter in any detaiL and through the 
use of compelling first-person nar¬ 
rative encouraged identification on 
the reader's part nidi llanurr. 

The dissatidhclian culminated 
with Spillane over the role 

himself in THE GIRL HUNTERS 
(1963). the :: 't faithful of the 
films with Spillane excellent as his 
character in the low -budget British- 
lensed film. Spillane had earlier 
portrayed himself in RING OF 
FEAR (1954 r . much 

like Mike Hammer 

The TV Hammers-Darren Mc- 
Gaven in :id Stacy 

Reach in the . e watered 

down but popular versions, and 
both encountered many a Spillane 
doll...in the :he babes 

fell all over our hero in an embar¬ 
rassingly un-hip take on Hammer’s 
sexual magnetism. 



Above: Lovely Whitney Blake tries to soothe (including several “CARRY ON" entries), is 

rough-guy Robert Bray (a physically impos- most famous for taking a coat of gold paint 

ing) Hammer in the seedy, endearingly after bedding James Bond in GOLDFIN- 

lousey MY GUN IS QUICK. Blake later GER (1964). She consorts with the real 

appeared in the HAZEL TV series, and is Mike Hammer, Spillane himself, in THE 

the mother of Meredith Baxter Bimey. GIRL HUNTERS, the definitive screen 

Below: Gorgeous Shirley Eaton, who delineation, 
enlivened a number of British comedies 












lent Hammer, and the bevy of beau¬ 
ties (including Barbara Carrera and 
Laurene Landon) worthy Spillane 
dolls. 

As MIKE DANGER and 
upcoming Hammer telefilm (not 
starring Keach) indicate, Mickey 
Spillane, his hardboiled heroes, and 
their beautiful women remain a 
compelling pop-culture fixture. 
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Left: Barbara Carrera supplied the sexual 
allure in the remake of I, THE JURY 
(1982). 

Below: Throughout the run of the HAM¬ 
MER TV show, Stacy Keach was surround¬ 
ed by beautiful women in an attempt to 
make him seem more like a British secret 
agent, and less like a hardboiled detective. 


I* 


The most recent big-screen 
Mike Hammer film, a remake of I, 
THE JURY (1982), is not highly 
regarded. Spillane himself hates it. I 
am a dissenting voice on this sub¬ 
ject, finding Armand Assante an 
effective, brooding, believably vio- 


The Final Word 

Bo «ft know who I 'u> talking to. but the sub- 
' ! magazine came up He complemented 
«- pi ctures, and general look of the mag. After 
tali-mgoi re guy for a while. I -eJized that he had 
abscwtaBrm re than the visuals while he read. He knew 
ftt Ballantyne is, liked the anecdotes in the 
Ik"' interview, and looking forward to 
Jot* BHf ^ um's new RIPPING FRIENDS show (pre- 
' "ue). This pleased rr>c more than the good 

■p *-J for the package, bemuse when it’s all 
.. style won't save _ work that doesn’t 
ABBce. Feedback from m> friend confirmed 
th* T z ceded in creating a package that he remem- 
>*■ _ <re importantly, one that enlightened him. 
He fcakrc -*ay from my magazine a slightly better 
p«**t *r-cbody who has experienced a taste of life 
th- - . > out of their reach, added a few facts to 

ther c=anu~i. and now has another point of view to 
»«# apaasi everything else that they know. In fact, 
expe-dt-rg different things is how we cultivate our 
f IN; Helped you develop >our taste, I’m happy. 


I ’egret to announce the cancellation of the 
' g" • - r : ie Page prints. Last October I mailed 
Ct .11 -ased James Swanson (Bettie Page’s 
agm. a * . cm money for signed Bettie Bird and Cat 
He cashed the check, but refuses to send the 
pnMk Twr written him, spoken to him on the phone, 
and jbll red him face-to-face. Each time he agreed to 
'ere he -aterial, but as of the end of July I still 
harvea : •*rer. the material. I don’t know if he’s afraid 
my pnat • S150 ) will cut into hi'. PLAYBOY print 
(S» >ijf' I don’t know how he can steal my money 
-ire not nccc ant for it. I do know that my print arrange- 

& Im TZkSE! editor Greg Theakston hangs out with John 
Ber** CHIC art director. Photo by Wally Wharton. 



ment was made with Bettie Page before she ever heard 
of James Swanson, and by not acting properly on her 
behalf he’s broken her word and opened her to a law¬ 
suit. On the other hand, having to deal with Jim 
Swanson is so distasteful to me that it might be for the 
best. Unfortunately, Swanson’s failure to do his job cost 
his client over $3000 in orders, and no telling how 
much in the long run. Do the Postal Authorities and the 
Chicago Bar Association know about this man? They 
do now. 


rd 
er 


This magazine is very difficult to produce. I 
could be taking the easy way out, and dish out a half- 
baked product that looked good on the outside but with 
contents that failed to satisfy. 

The search for the truth is long and hard. 
Where do you go when you’re writing about the subject 
matter we cover? Libraries certainly don’t contain 
much hard fact when it comes to Pin-Up artists, skin 
book editors, or ’50s glamour queens. Very little has 
been written about any of it anywhere. Much of what 
we do here at TEASE! is old fashioned detective work: 
tracking down subjects and witnesses, placing calls and 
writing letters, and even enlisting the help of others to 
find the missing parties. After all, the old-timers are the 
only ones who can really tell us what happened. In this 
respect, TEASE! has the best writers in their fields. 
Not just writers, they are all researchers. What they 
report on isn’t stuff they’ve stitched together from other 
journalistic efforts. It’s mostly raw fact taken directly 
from the parties involved. A hard do. Thirty or forty 
years later, the trails are getting mighty cold and lots of 
people have lost touch, moved away, or disappeared 
completely. 

Can you help us? 

Do you know someone who worked in the 
tease industry between 1920-1970? Got a relative 
who’s a Pin-Up artist? A parent or grandparent who 
worked in the burlesque trade? The ancient photogra¬ 
pher who lives up the street? Got a lead? Pass it along! 
Help us get the story that might otherwise never be 
told. 

• 

That wraps it up for this issue. Next time out 
look for our Good-Girl Art guide, part two of The 
Bunny Yeager story, Miriam Linna on sleaze paper¬ 
backs, and much more. TEASE! you ’round Christmas. 


In Gals We Trust, 

GT 







Get the first issue of 
TEASE! for FREE!! 

when you subscribe to 

TEASE! 

The Magazine of Sexy Fun. 

Every issue is jam-packed with the stuff 
that glorifies the female, from glamour photogra¬ 
phy to Good-Girl Art. Don’t risk missing a single 
issue. Send $20 for a four issue subscription and 
get the first issue of TEASE! for FREE! 

Checks to 

PURE IMAGINATION, 88 Lexington 
Ave., Suite 2E, NYC 10016. 

Please include a statement of age and include your signature. 
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